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THE.i 46 
PREFACE 


READER: 


—— 


— 


A Learned Reader, 


we Hei Authors friend will 
- - 7 uſurp much pon thy 
ED Eye : : this is only for 
LESS ' thoſe, whom the . name 
E of our Dryine Foet hath 
not yet ſeiſed into admiration, I dare 1Nt- 
dertake, that what Jamblicus (in vita 
Pythagorz ) affirmeth of his Maſter, at 
his Contemplations , theſe Poems can, 


viz. They ſhalt lift thee Reader , ſome 


Jards above the ground; and, 4s int 


#23. Pythas. 


The Praics 


#ythagoras School, exzery temper was: 

firſt tuned into a height by ſeveral pro-. 

portions - of Muſick, ' and ſpiritualiz'd 

> for one "of his weighty LeGciuresz.ſo, 

| mayſt thou take a Poem hence, and tune, 
thy ſoul by.it into 4 Heavenly pitch ; 
and thus refined and born up pon the 
wings of Meditation , in. theſe Poems 
thou maiſt talk freely of God, and of 
that other ſtate. : 

Here's Herbert's ſecond , -but equal, 
who hath retris/ Poetry of late,\\andl 
return d it #p to its Primitive uſe; Let} 
it bound back, to Heaven Gates, whence 
it came.” Think ye-$t-\ Auguſtine would| 
haye fteyned bare graver Learning with 
a book of Poetry, had he fancied their. 

deareſt end to be the wanity of Lowes 
Sonnets, and Epithalamiums 2 No, n6,l| 

be thought with this our Poet , thi 

every foot in a bigh-born Verſe, "might 

belp to meaſure the ſoul into that betterl 
world: 


to the Reader. 
world : Diviae Poetry ; I dare hold 
it, in poſition againſt Suarez on the ſub- 
al je, to be the Language of the Angels, 
, | #t is the Quinteſſeuce of Phantaſie and 
rel diſcourſe center'd in Heaven tis the 
3] @ery outgoings_ of the ſoul; "tis what 
924 alone our: Author is able totell you, and 
15] that in bis own Verſe. 
of }- It were prophane but to mention here 
| #2 the Preface thoſe under-headed Po- 
ets, Retainers to Seven ſhares and @ 
19 balf ; Madrigal fellows, whoſe only bu- 

q ſmeſs in Verſe, is to rime a poor Six- 
peny Soul, a Subburb ſinner into Hell, 
May ſuch arrogant pretenders -to 
Poetry vaniſh, with their prodigious 
iſſue of tumorous heats and flaſhes of 
164 their adalterate Brains, .and for ever 
| after, may this our Poet fill up the bet- 
J ter room of man. . Oh! when the ge- 
hey neral arraignment of Poets ſhall be, to 
ter give an account of their higher ſouls; 


4: ? A 3 with - 


The Preface 
with what a triumphant brow ſhall out 
Diyine Poet fit above and look down 
pon poor Homer , Virgil , Horace, 

Claudian , &c. #6 bed amongſt 
them the ill luck to talk out a preat 
part of their gallant Genius upon Bees, 
Ding, Frogs, and Gnats , &c. and 
not as himſelf bere , Hpon Scriptures; 
Diwine Graces, Martyrs and An- 
cels, 

Reader, we ſlile his Sacred Poems, 
Steps to the Temple, and aptly, for 
in the Teinple of God, under his wing, 
he led his life in S. Maries Church near 
St. Peter's Colledge; there he lodged 
zander Tertullian's roof of Angels ; 
there he made his Ne$} more gladly 
then David's Swallow neer the Houſe 
of God: where like a Primitive Saint 
be offered more Prayers in the night, 

then others uſually offer in the day; 
there he penned theſe Poems , Steps ' 
| tor 


ir 


to: the Reader, 
for happy- Souls to climb Heaven 
b 

Fd thoſe other of his pieces, inti- 
tuled, The Delights of the Muſes , 
(though of a more Humane mixture) 
are as ſweet as they are innocent. 

The praiſes that follow are but few 
of many that might be conferr'd on. 
him , be was excellent in Five Lan- 
guages ( beſides his Mother- Tongue ) 
viz. Hebrew , Greek, Latine , Ita- 


| lan, S paniſh., the two laſt whereof be 


bad bake help in, they were of his own 
res. 

- Amongſt his other acconplines? 
in Academick ( as well Pious as 
Harmleſs) Arts, be made his skill in 
Poetry,, Muſick, Drawing , Linming , 
Graving , ( exerciſes of bis Curious in- 
vention and ſudden fancy) to be but - 
his ſubſervient rrecreutions * for vacant 
bours , not the ' grand buſmeſs of" bis 
ſoul. A 4 To 


ter of, that he had there under Lock 


L was 1 | 
= 


To the former Qualifications F might | 
add that which would crown them all, |, 
his rare moderation in Diet ( almoſt | 
F.eftian Temperance ) he newer created'| 
a Muſe out of diftempers, nor ( with 
our Canary Sctiblers ) caſt any ſtrange-| 
miſts of Surfets before the intelleGual |. 
beauts of his Mind or Memory , the | 


latter of *which he was ſo much a ma- 


and Key in readineſs, the richeſt Trea- 
ſures of the. beft Greek and Latine 
Poets, ſome of which Anthors he - had 
more at his command by heart, then 
others that only read their Works, tore- 
tain little, and underſtand leſs. 

Enough Reader, T intend not a w0- 
lume of praiſes, larger -then this Book, 
mor need I longer tranſport- thee to 
think over. his va$t perfeStions, 1 will] - 
conclude all" that I bawe impartially 
writ of this. Learned young Gentleman 
han FO ( 0p 


to the Reader, 
*'I( now dead to us) as be himſelf doth, 
b, with the las Line of bis Pocnt upen 
ft Biſhop Andrews's Picture before bis 
4 JSermons. 
(af | 

i] Look on his following Leaves and ſee him breath, 
e | 
f- 


Verte paginas, 


The Authors Motto, 


Live Jelus, Live, and let it be 
My lite to dye for love of thee. 


—_ 


THe Weeper. 
TheTear. 

| On the water of 6ur Lords B aptiſme. 

Onthe Baptized e/Ethiopian 

On the Miracle of the multipliea Logves; 

Upon the Sepulchre of our Lord, 

The Widow's Alte. 

On the Prodigal. 

On the ſtill ſurviving of our 5 aviour's wounds. 

T he Sick implore St. Peter's ſhadow. 


The Dumb healed, and the people injoyned foilence.. 'P: 


Come ſee the place where the Lord lay. 
To Pontius Waſhing his hands. 

Tothe Infant Martyrs. 

On the Miracle of Loavex. 

Why are ye afraid, O ye of little faith ? 
On the L leſſed Virgins baſhfulneſs. 
Upon Lazarus his Tears. 

T wo went #p into the Temple to pray. 
Upon the Aſs that bore our Saviour. 

1 am not worthy that thou ſhouldſt come under my 
Upon the Powder day. "<j 

I am the door. 


The blind cured by the word of our Saviour. 


p.13 
Roof. 
P- 13 
P.13- 
P- 13 
P. 14 
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"Bleſſed be the Pays which tho haf ſucked. 
'To Pontius waſhing hrs blood-ftained hands. 


Perily F fay unto you, ye ſhall weep and lament. 


Dives asking 4 drop. 
Give to Ceſar and to God 


The TABLE. 


"And be anſwer'd them nothing. __ | 
Toorr Lord upon the Water wat Wine. pr 


Neither durſt any man from that day ack him any 
qe FI105. P.1 
Tpon onr Saviour, 5 Tainb wherein #eVe# man was. laid 
P. 16 
Tt is better to go into Heavenwith one Eye, &c, p.1 


Oporthe dumb Devil caſt out, and the ſlanderons. Jeni: 


pit to fence. P.1 


Anda certain Prieſt coming on way looked on him a 


paſſed by. 


bog. bd bd 


Te build the 5 epulchres of the Prophets. 
Upon the Infant Martyrs. 


5 979.7 99 


Tpon our Lord's laſt comfortable diſcourſe with hi 
ſeiplee. | 


4 md NA 4 


ils Kats 


But now they have ſeen and heard. | 
Vpon the crown of Thorns taken from onr bleſſed Lin 
» head all bloody. ' 
She began to Waſh his feet With Tears and wipe them 
the hairs of her head. 
Qs StPeter cuttiz77 off Malchus his ear. 
B ut men loved darkne ſs rather then light. 
1 am ready, it enly ro be bonnd bat to aye 
Oz St Peter's caſting aWay his Nets at our Saviour”. 


Our Lord in his Circumciſion to his Father, 
On the wounds of eur crucified Lord. 


; OnaTreatiſeof C 


The /T ABLE: 
On our crucified Lord, naked and bloody. . 
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rity 
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Upon 
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The Weeper. 
eÞ Ail Siſter Springs, 
B Parents of Silver-forded rills ! 
Ever bubling things! _. 
D Thawing Chriſtal! Snowy Hills ! 
2 Still ſpending, never ſpent ; I mean 
Thy fair Eyes ſweet M{agaalene. 


2 Heavens thy fair Eyes be, 
Heavens of ever-falling ſtars, 

Tis ſeed-time till with thee, -_ 5 
_ And Stars thou ſow'{t whoſe Harveſt dares 
Fromiſe the earth to counterſhine | 
-& hat ever makes Heavens fore-head fine, 


3 Butwe 're deceived all, 
Stars they *reindeed too true, 
For they but ſeem to fall 
 AsHeavens other ſpangles do ; 
Fs not for our Earth and us, 
Yo ſhine in things ſo pretious. 


4 Upwards thoudoſt weep, 
Heavens boſome drinks the gentle ſtream, 
Where th' Milky Rivers meer, 
Thine Crawls above and'is the Cream. 
: B Heaven, 


AY 


A Steps to the Temple. 


- 


Heaven, of ſuch fair Floods as this, 
Heaven the Chriſtal Oceanis: 


5 Every morn from hence, 
A brisk Cherub ſomething ſips 
Whoſe ſoft influence 
Adds ſweetneſs to his ſweeteſt Lips. 
Then to his Muſick, and his Song 
Taſtes of this breakfaſt all-day long, 


6 When ſome new bright gueſt 
Takes up among the ſtars. a room, 
_ And mms will make a Feaſt, 
$ with their Bottles come ; 
And draw from theſe full-Eyes of thine, 
Their Maſters Water, their own Wine. 


7 The Dew no more; will weep, : 
The Primroſes pale Cheek todeck, _ 
The Dew no more-y1ill ſleep, 
Nuzzel'd inthe Lillies Neck. 
Much rather would it Tremble here, 
And leave them both to be thy Tear. 


3 Not the ſoft Gotd which 
Steals from the Amber-weeping Tree, 
Makes Sorrow half ſo Rich, 
As the drops di{llPd from thee. 
Sorrows beſt Jewelslie in theſe 
Caskets of which Heaven keeps the Keys. 


9 When Sorrow would be ſeen ©. 
In her brighteſt Majeſty, | 


Steps tothe Temple. 
( for ſhe is a Queen) ©, 
Then is ſhe dreſt by none but thee, 


hen, and only then ſhe wears: 
er richeſt Pearls, I meantly Tears. 


10 Not in the Evenings Eyes 
When they red with weeping are, 
Fot the Sun that dies, 
Sits Sorrow with. a Face ſo fair. 
o where bur here did ever meet 
,weetneſs fo ſad, ſadneſs fo ſweet. 


11 Sadneſs alt the while 
She ſits in ſuch a Throne as this, 
Can do nought bur ſmile, 
Nor believes ſhe ſadneſs is: 
ladneſs it ſelf would be more glad 
0 be made ſo ſweetly fad. 


12 Thereis no need at all 
That the Balſome. ſweating bough 
So coyly ſhould ler fall, 
His med'cinable Tears , for now 
ature hath learn't t extrata Dew, 
ore Soveraign and Sweet from you. 


13 Yetletthe poordrops weep, 
Weepingis the caſe of Woe, 
Softly let them creep 
Sad that they are vanquiſh't ſo, 
though to others no relief, 
ay Balſorne be for their own grief. 


14 Golden though he be, ' 
( ) Golden ow agus murmurs rhovgh, 
B 2 


4 Steps to the Temple. 


Might he flow fromthee, - 
Content and quiet would he go; 
Richer far does he eſteem 7 YO 
Thy Silver, then his Golden' ſtream. 


15 Welldoes the May that lies 
Smiling in thy Cheeks, confeſs, 
The Apri/1n thine Eyes, | 
Mutnil ſweetneſs they expreſs. 
No April e'r lent ſofter Showres, 
Nor May returned fairer Flowers. 


16 Thus doſt thou melt the year 
Into a weeping motion, 
Each minute waiteth here ;. 
Takes his Tear and:gers him gone x 
By thine Eyes tin& enobled thus . 
Time lays him up : he's precious. - ©. . 


17 Time as by thee he paſſes, : - 
Makes thy ever-watry Eyes 
His Hour-Glaſles ; 
By them his ſteps he reRifies. 
The Sands he us'd no longer pleaſe, 
For his own Sands he'] uſe thy Seas. 


18 Does thy Song lull the Air? 
. Thy Tears juſt Cadence ſtill keeps time, 
Does thy ſweet breath'd Prayer 
Up in clouds of incenfe climb ? 
Still at each ſigh, chat is each ſtop : 
A Bead, that is a Tear doth drop. 


19 Does the Night ariſe ? -_ 
Still thy Tears do fall, and fall. 


Steps fo the Temple. 
Does night looſe her Eyes? 
Still the Fountain weeps for all, 


Let Night or Day do what they will, 
Thou haſt thy Taske, thou weepelt (till. 


20 Not, ſolong ſhe liv'd, 
Will thy Tombreport of thee, 
But fo long ſhe griev'd, 
Thus muſt we date thy memory, 
Others by Days, by Moneths, by Years 
Meafare their Ages, Thou by Tears. 


21 Say watry Brothers 
Ye ſimpering Sons of choſe fair Eyes, 
Your fertile Mothers. 
What hath our World that can entice 
EYou to be born ? what is't can borrow 
JYou from her Eyes ſwoln wombs of Sorrow: 


22 Whither away ſo faſt ? 
Owhither? for the ſluctiſh Earth 
Your ſwgetneſs cannot taſte, 
Nor doesthe Duſt deſerve your Birth, 
Whither haſte ye then? O ſay 
Why ye trip ſo faſt away ? 


23 We gonot to ſeek 

The darlings of Axrora's Bed, 
The Roſes modeſt Cheek 

Nor the Violets humble head. 

No ſuch thing, we goe to meet 

worthier ObjeR, Opr Lords Feet, 


B 3 


$ teps to the Temple. 
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The Tear, 


Fe Hat bright ſoft thing is this ? 
Sweet Mary thy fair Eyes expence ? 
A moiſt ſpark it is, 
A watry Diamond , from whence 
The very Term, 1 think, was found 
The water of a Diamoxd. 


2 O *tisnota Tear, 
»Tis a Star about to drop 
From thine Eye its ſphear ; 
The Sun will ſtoop and take it up. 
Proud will his Siſter be to wear - 
This thine Eyes Jewel in her Ear. 


3 O 'tisaTear, 
Too true a Tear; for no fad Eyne, 
How ſad ſoere, 

Rain fo true a Tear asthine , 
Each Drop leaving a place ſo dear, 
Weeps for it ſelf, is its own Tear. 
$. 4 Such a Pearl as this is, 
**--,( Slipt from Awrora's dewy Breſt ) 

© The Roſe-buds fweet Lip kiffes; 

And fuch the Roſe jts ſelf when yext 
With pngentle flames, does ſhed 
Sweating in t00 warm aBed. 


Steps to the. Temple. 
Sach the Maiden Gemme 
By the wanton Spring put on, 
Peeps from her Parent ftemme, 
And bluſhes on the watry Sun : 
his watry Bloſſome of thy Eyne 
ipe, will make the richer Wine. 


— 


6 Fair Drop, why quakt thou ſo ? 
- *Cauſe thou (treight mult lay thy Head 
In the Duſt? O no; | 
The Duſt ſhall neyer be thy Bed : 
\ Pillow for thee will I bring, 
tuft with Down of Angels wing. 


7 Thus carried up on hiph, 
( Forto Heaventhou mutt go ) : 
Sweetly ſhalr thou lye, | 
Andin oft flumbers bath thy Woe; Vo 
ill the ſinging Orbs awake thee, 
\nd one of their bright Chorus make thee. 


$8 There thy ſelf ſhalt be 
AnEye, but not a weeping one, 
YetI doubt of thee, | 
W hither th' had rather there have ſhone 
\n Eye of Heaven ; or till ſhine here 
1th' Heaven of AM arJ's eye, a Teare, 


Steps to the Temple. 


Divine Epigrams. 
On the water of our Lords Baptiſme, 


FE ch Bleſt Drop on each Bleſt Limb, 
Is waſht ir ſelf, in waſhing him : 

* Tisa Gemme while it ſtays here; 

While itfallShence cis a Tear. 


—w_ Ws a: 


ACt. 8. 


On the Baptized ethiopian, 


| Su itno longer þe a forlorn-ho 
'To waſhan Erhiope : 
He's waſht, his 5 gloomy Skina earn ſhade 
For his White Soul is made ; 
And now, I doubt not, the Eternal Dove, 
A black-facd houſe will love. 


on ie Meracle of multiplied Loaves. 


Ee here an eaſie Feaſt that knows no wound, 
) That under Hungers Teeth will needs be found 
A ſubtle Harveſt 6f unbounded Bread, 

What would ye more ? Here Food it ſelfis fed. 


: 


th 
—_— htc 


Upon the Sepulchre of owr Lore, 


Ere, where our Lord once laid his Head, 
Now the Grave lies TY 


\ 3 
s 


Ste ps tothe Temple. 


The Widows Mitts. 


T Wo Vites, two Drops,(yet all her Houſe and Land) 
Fallsfrom a ſteady Heart, though trembling Hand : 
The others wanton wealth foams high, and brave, 
Theother caſt away, ſhe only gave. 


ts 
——_ — 
— tn. — 


————— 


Luke 15, 


On the Prodigal. 


[T7 me bright Boy, tell me my. Golden Lad, 
Whither away ſo frolick ? why ſo glad? 
What all thy Wealth in Council ? all thy State? - 
Are Husks fo deer ? troth *tis a Mighty Rate. 


a. ——— 


On the ſtill ſarvivine Marks of onr 
 *._ » Saviours Wounds, © 
What ever ſtory of their cruelty, 
Or Nail, or Thorn, or Spear haye writ in Thee, 
Are in another Sence 
Still Legible ; 
þ Sweet is the difference : 
Once I did ſpell 
Every red Letter 
A wound of thine, 
Now, ( what is better ) 
' Balſome for mine. 


ul 


Steps to the Temple. 


ACt. s. 
The Sick implore St, Peter's ſhadow, 


Nder thy ſhadow may I lurk a while, 
U Death? 's buſie ſearch I'll eafily bepui le 2 
Thy ſhadow Perey, muſt ſhew me the Sun, 
V'Nty Light's thy ſhadows ſhadow, or 'tis done. 


Mar. 7. 


The Dumb healed, 24 the People 
enjoyned ſilence, 
C*! ſt bids the dumb Tongue ſpeak, it ſpeaks, th* 
He charges to be quiet, it runs round, ( ſound 


If in the firſt hoe us'd his fingers Touch : 
His hands whole ſtrength here,could not be too much, 


nn 


Mat. 28. 


Come ſee the place where the Lord lay. 


hr” me himſelf, himſelf ( bright Sir ) O ſhow 
Which way my poor Tears to __ may £0, 
Were it enough to ſhow the place, and ſay, 
Look, Mary, here ſee, where thy Lord once lay, 
Then could I ſhow theſe Arms of mine, and ſay, 
Look, Mary, here ſee, where thy Lordonce lay. 


—_— 


Ln ——————————— 


To Pontius waſhing bis hands. 


TJ? Handsare waſht, but O the water's ſpilt, 
That labour'd to have waſht thy guilt : = 
Tag 


| IR... 


Steps to the Temple. 
The Flood, if any can that can ſuffice, 
Maſt have its Fountain in thine Eyes, 


— ——— —— onnt— —  <ay—— es a 
— — 


To the Infant Martyrs; 


fy ſmiling Souls, your new built Cages break, 
In Heav'nyou'l learn to ſing e*r here to ſpeak, 
Nor let che milky Fonts chat bath your Thirſt, 
. Be yourdelay ; 
The place that calls you hence, is at the worſt 
Milk all the way, 


— —_—_, 
—_— —_ — — 


On the Miracle of Loaves, 
No Lord, or never, they'l beleeve on thee. 


a. @ 


Thouro their Teerh haſt prov'd thy Deity. 


— —  ——— 


— —_ 


Mark 4. 

Thy are ye afraid, O yeof little faith * 

A' if the ſtorm meant him, 

Or *cauſe Heavens face is dim, 

His needs a Cloud, 
Was everfroward wind 
Thar could be fo unkind, 

Or wave ſo proud ? 


The Wind had need be angry. and the Water black, 
Thatto the mighty Neptaze's ſelf dare threaten wrack- 


Fhere is no ſtorm but this 


Of your own Cowardile 
| That 


12 Steps to the Temple. 


That braves you opr ; - 
You are the ſtorm that mocks 
Your ſelves; you are the Rocks 
Of your own doubt : 
Beſides this fear of danger, there's no danger here, 
And he that bere fears Danger does deſerye his Fear. 


On the bleſſed Virgins baſhfulne[s, 

Haton her Lap ſhe caſts her humble Eye, 

'Tis the ſweer pride of her Humility, 
The fair Star is well fixt, for where, O where 
Could ſhe have fixt it on a fairer Sphear? 
'Tis Heav'n, *tis Heav'n ſhe ſees, Heav'nsGod thereli 
She can ſee Heaven,and ne'r lift up her. Eyes : 
This new Gueſt to her Eyes new Laws hath given, 
*[ was once look wp, ' Tis now look down to Heaven. 


C_ en T LO Wn on Lond 


—_———— 


Upon Lazarus his Tears: 


Ich Lazarss 1 richerin thoſe Gems, thy Tears, 
Then Divesin the Robes he wears : | 
He ſcorns them now, but O they! ſate full well 
With th' Purple he muſt wear in Hell. 


© — 


E 


—— 


Two went uf into the Temple to Pray, 


Fa? went to pray ? O rather ſay 
One went to brag, th* other to pray - 


One ſtands up clofe and treads on high, 
Whereth' other dares not ſend his Eve. 


One neerer to Gods Altar trod, 
The other to the Altar's God. 


r. 


ies 


, Steps to the Temple. " 


e— 


ThEloq 


| Upon the Aſſe that boye our Saviour, 
Ath onely Anger an Omnipotence 


uence ? 


Within the Lips of Love and Joy doth dwell 
No Miracle? 

Þ Why elſe had Balaems Aſſe a Tongue to chide 
His Maſters Pride ? 
And thou (Heayen-burtheri'd Beaſt) haſt ne'r a word 
To | 


praiſe 
That he fhould find a Tongue 


thy Lord? 
and yocal Thunder, 
Was a great wonder. 


Bat Ome- thinks* tis a far greater one. , . 


That thou find'ſt no none. _ 


T am not worthy that thos ſhould ft come 


under my Roof. 
Hy God was _ Aru into thy Roof, 
Thy bumble Fai bard Fear keeps him aloof; - 


Matt. 8. 


He'l be thy Gueſt, becauſe he may nor be, 


He'l come 


em 


into thy houſe? no, into thee. 


— 


Upon the Powder-day. 


Ow fit our well-rank*d Feaſts do follow, 
All miſchief comes after Al/- Hallow. 


1 am the Door. 


Nd now th'art ſet wide ope, the Spear's fad Arr, 
Lo! hath unlockt thee at the very Heart ; 


He. 


14 Steps 10 the Tele: 
: Heto himſelf (TI fear the worſt ) 
| And his own hope 


Hath /ut theſe De Heayen, that tanſt, 
T hus ſet _ ope. 


ee —_— 


Mate.” jo. ; 
The, Blind Cured by the word 
of out: Saviour, 


Tz ſpeak!ſtube Wordo(thy Word*sa Law) 
Thou Spikiſt; and fvcight the blind aa1n faw. . 


To ſpeak and make the'Blind man See, 
Was never man Lord ſpake” hey Thee. 


To ſpeak thus, was to ſpeak” ( ſay) 
Nor to his Ear, but to his __ 


"Ma FIOIn 27 
Pf wered them A 


O' Mighty Nothing { unto. thee, 


Nothing;yve owe: all things har be, 
God ſpake eh when he all things made, 
He fay'd All when he Nothing ſaid. 
The World was made of iV/ ot hing then , 
*Iis made by NerE now: 00-0 \2 


my 7 
_ 4 4H ”"T - — —— k_——— 


To 0nt'Lard, upon the Water 
made Wine, 
Hou Water turni{tro Wine fair Friend of Life ) 


Thy Foe to croſs the fiyeet Arts of thy Reign, 
Diſtils from thence the Tears of Wrath and Strife, 


And ſo turns Wine to Water back again, 


i 9 90,9. 9 6a.57 4 dt «nu, Aa dd .LDC4A00G @ RINSE Sr nn kT »Þ 


Matt, 


Steps to the Temple. | 16 


Neither duvff any man from that Day ack 
him an) wore Aueſpions, | 


| [dlt all the dark ahd knotrySnares, 
Meu Wir or Malie can or dares, 
Thy Glorious Wifdom breaks the Nets, | 
TS And treads with uncantrouled ſteps. - - - 
Þ Thy quel'd Foes are notonly now 
© Thy Triumphs, but thy Trophies too : 
Þ They, both at oncethy Conqueſis be, 
Fx And thy Conqueſts Memory. _ 
Stony Amazement- tnakes them -ſtand* 
J Waiting on thy Victorious hand, . . 
Like Statues fixed to the Fame  _ 
jg Of thy renown, and their own ſhame» 
I Asif they only meant to breath,” .. 
I To be the Life of their own Deatlt. 
'Twas timeto hold their Peace when they 
FJ Had ne'r another word to fay : 
Yet is their (ilence unto thee, 
The full ſound of thy ViRory. |, 
Their filence ſpeaks aloud, and is 
Thy well pronounc'd Pawgyris. \... 
Whilethey ſpeak nothing, . ſpeak all 
thode nn, in thy Memorial. | 
} While they ſpeak nothing, clim- 
I Thee, with the ſhrilleſt hx + wy 
Tohold their peace is all the ways, 
Theſe Wretches have to ſpeak thy Praiſe, 


Biopits the Temple. 


= 


16 


_ 


Upop Or - $ev8ehre Tomb wherein 
heuer. man As. laid; bo 


TOW Life and "Death in in Thee 
' Agree ? 
Thou had'ſt 4 Virgin Womb 


ER And Tomb, 
 Wfeph di trot 
TI OO OY 7 Them both, 


+ - V. * - NY 


— 
A L — 


It is better to 20 into Heaven _ 
with one Eye, &C, 


Ne Ey e? aThoufanl rather,and a Thouſa nd more 
'©O, To fi thoſe full-fac't Glories, O he's poor 
Of Eyes that hasbut Argus ſtore, ., (Thee 
Yet if thouP't fill one poor, Eye, with thy Heayen and 
O grant ( ſweet Goodnels ). that one Eye ay bal 
All, andevery whir of me, . 


[d 


—} 


Laks I1. 
Upon the dumb Devil caſt ent, and the 
ſlanderous Fews put to ſo lence. | 


Wo Devils at one blow thou haſt laid flat, 
A Speaking Devilthis,a D#mb one chat; ; 
Wa'ſt thy Flt Viſorice faiter increaſe, 


That tk one ſpake, or that th' ouer held Bis peace { 
Lulll 


— —_—__@@w__A_. 
_ 4 


l. 
| 


: 


Steps to the Temple. 


———_—_—__—_——_—_ —_ — > ow —_— TY" — 


And acert ain Prieſt. comming that way looke4 - 
«+1 ni-': :141: 208; him. ond paſſed by. ; 
ly doft thow waund thy wounds, O thou thar pafle(t” 
ding & tutnirig chem with 4nvinwounded eye; (by 
he calm that cools thine eye does ſhipwrack mine, for 
nmoy*d to ſee one wretched, is to make him ſo. (O! 


ith. Mo 


: 
x 
£ 

4 - 

* 


_—_ 5a , 


—_—— 


”Y W) 
— ny__—_——_— — 


CET \ LI v1 Þapth:'s 13% n+ Y % __ | ; 
$9 os do oy [ MO 1 4x; 7 Cf ra''a 7 TP ! fore 4 
Uppaſt be ha Betr';f abled. ar thy Texts, 
DJ Thy Hunget fedIFhbt whar betas: © - 
ne tHhavehis Feate'rlong ( a bloody one )  - ——- 
The Mother then muſt ſuck the yon. 


os 


CO 


- i ftained bands, © 


$ Murther no ſin'? or a fin ſo cheap, * 
{ Thatrrhouneed'ſt heap 
\ Rape upon't? till thy Adult'rous touch 

8 Taught her theſe ſulled Cheeks, this blubber'd Face, 
Sbe was a Nimpb,.the Meadows knew'\rwne ſuch, 

Of honeſt Parentage, of uriſtain'd Race, 

he Daughter of a fair and well-fam'd Fountain . 

$ ever Silver tipt, the ey ſhidy Mountain, x 
al | SC 


- 


18 Steps to the Temple. 
See how ſhe weeps, and weeps, that ſhe appears 
Nothing but Tears ; 
Each drop's a Tear that weeps for her own waſt ; 
blark how ar every touch ſhe dogs complain her 
Hark how ſhe bids her frighred' Drops make haſte ; 
And with fad Mnrmurs, chides the hands chat ſtain helfſ” 


Leaveleave,for ſhame,or elſe (Good judge) decree, 
What water ſhal waſh this, when _ bath waſhed thee 


_—_ ——_.} 
— tn... —_— _— — 


 daahew + 23: 
Ye build the $ epulchres of the Prophets, 


Ts trim'ſt a Prophet's Tomb, and doſt boyy a 


T he Life thou took'ſt from him unto hi 
Vain Man! the ſtones that on his T omb do lie, 
Keep bur the ſcore of them that £0a9e him di ie, 


Upon the Infant Martyrs. 


'O ſee both blended in one Flood, 
The Mothers Milk, the Childrens Blood, 
Makes me doubt if Heaven will gather, 
Roſes hence, or Lillies rather. 


ou 


_—_— — 


Joh. i, 
Verily T ſay unto you , ye foall weep 


and lament. 


Wien: my Grief, my Joy; how dear's 8 
I'd me my Legacy of Tears! 


Steps to the Temple. 
I'll weep, and weep, and will therefore * -/ ' + 
ſeep, *cauſe f can weep.no more 27 1 | + 
Thon, thou ( Dear Lord): even chonalone; 


|} Giv'ſt joy, even when thowgiveſt none. - 

_. FTHHE TRL 
I J Ay" \ W k VC | IX - - 

P | Joh. I S. x 


with bis Diſciples, - +. 
A Ll Zybla's Honey, all that fiveetneſs ca 
Flows in thy Song (O fair, OdyingSwan+) - -- 
Ft isthe joy 1 take in'r ſmall, or none 55, <0, «> 
at} is to0 ſmeer tobe a long-liv'd one... + On 


j \. = 


pom ewr Lords lf comferiable Eifemſe © 


— 


UK 3.6... 
Dives asking 4 drop, 
A Drop, one drop, haw {weetiy one fait drop -: - 
A. - Would tremble'on my Pearl-cipt fingers top ? 
Wy Wealth is gone, Ogo it-where ir will ©: 0.4 - 
Spare this,one Jewel , I'll be Dives ſtill. 


> 


17207 x 
Mark- F2Z., 
Colm tsCaſers——)" © £1333 Ah 
(Andto God —irwn awnwlÞ); 0 ENESAS 
L! we have is God's,atid yet 
Ceſar challenges a Debr, 


 . Nor hath God a.chinner ſhare, 


What, (64/47 *paymentaare 606115: 
: 


AM 


Steps tb -rÞe Wo 
All is God's abd-yer-tis trae; 2 039 IN 
All we have48 OCeffi'$t06 © > | 5940 ) 7 ? _ 
Altidoglr tz andwherodds 1! | 
So Y LED vl $9 G6d47 * 


IO ——— —_ 


But pow they h have « ſee cod bates. 


SS aphtt7 Tk Ant F Nh pa PR Phe: 


No, no, they ſaw "Joy 


Who ſong gy ghtin Touch bs cies «ouſtickdy 


(a ” the crow Hhidhs 7 fro. or. F bd 


Fa 
Bleſſed” E Fl lod), 


- - CGG EE —__ 


k 
1 


__— 
— 


F which y I 
Now's: thou this colic :r?.*5isa much,chang'd Plat r 
Ws hk 28144 22H Self didlt fer, 
*Tischany' iddend did out wene er ſuehBea oy 
© G0) axa3alt 5111120 99 00 Toſhiine bis 
9: who 5 bird an Hushandingn cowdezet i 
HL 2d UT; favs] Pt 
Is nat the Sil ; kind one ( think ye) that returns 
Koſer for T hoynt 


| <li — 


' I 


tres — erm nr nm—_— A—— -— —_ 


Ske began to wiſh bis F ert athr cri nd witch 
them witþ4hs Hats of. wnfiak,) | 


Er Eyes Floa®lels VisFebts! fair din 
g Her Hairs bore nt that: AS1 JN 


oO &: Be 


S—— 


% 
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- x 4 
; » £07 "71 , OY! G £29 Yi (3 * S\ eto Ti; 


3. 3544, #7 4 TY @ . —_ — — 
SG 144 & 


' On St, St, Peter cutting off Malchus bit PR : 


"Ell eter doſt thou wield thy.aQive Sword, 
Wal fork Ty mean') hot for thy Lord, 
To on at Ears, is 40 IDE there be 
No witneſs, Preer, * Oy PRnnys 


= 


eee rt 


l— ——— 


V ; J oh. 3- C 
I} _ But on loved Darkneſs rather than Light, 


He Worlds Light/ſhines, ſbine asit wilt, 
1he World willloxe 1ts Darkneſs fill: A; 
- F1 doubt though, whenthe World's in Hell, i 


12 


yell 1 wiltnat! love, its darkueſs half by! well; WA 
- Ra TO any 
1 ot "AR! 2 __ o : .\ 


1 am Yeady 'n6t ontlyro' be Bound but 77) Dye}: 


JoÞ"s death,come bands,nor do you fhrink my. eats; 
At thoſe hard words Mans Cowardyte calls: Feard, 
Save thoſe of Fear,, no. other Bands fear 1; * #17) 
Norother Death then this ; the fear to Die, 


X | 
71 _ 


O07 St, bai caſting away his Kets 
at our Savieurs Call, a 


hs a hiſt the Art on'e Peyer, and canſt tell 
To caſt thy Netgon all occaſions well: _- 
C1 Whes 


S iS TO a 


122 «Steps tothe Temple. 
When Chriſt calls, and thy Nets would have thee ({gYL 
 TocaltthemWell'stoca them quite away, 


5 VR. ' —— - mmm . 
Our Lord in his Circumciſion to C 

his Father, | 
d 


TL thee theſe Firſt Fruits of my growing Death 
F (For what elſe is my life ? )lo 1 bequeath, 1 
Taſte this, and as thou lik'ſt this leſſer flood 

ExpeRa Sea, my heartſhall make ir good, 

Thy wrath that wades here now, e'r long ſhall ſwim 
The Flood-pate ſhall be ſet wide ope for him. 

Then let bim drink, and drink, and do his worſt, 
To drown the wantonneſs of his wild Thirſt, 

Now 's but the Nonage of my Pains, my Fears 
Are yet bothin their hopes, not come to years. 
"The Day of my dark Woes is yet but Morn, 

My Tears but tender, and my Death new-born. 
Yetmay theſe unfledg'd oriefs give fate ſome gueſs, 
Theſe Cradle-rormencs have their towatdneſs. 
Theſe Purple buds of blooming Death may be, 
'Erſt the full 'Stature of a fatal Tree. | 
And till my riper Woes to Age are come, - 
This Knife may be the Spears Prelnudinum. 


"_ | 


I. | 


* Ore te m—_—_—_——— JN CE COS CITY 


os 


0n.the wownds of our crucified Lord. 


Theſe wakeful Wounds of thine! 
.Are they Months? or are they Eyes ? 
Be they Mouthes, or be:they Eyn, 
__ «Eachbleeding partſome one ſupplies. 


= 


> 
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Na&Lo! a Mouth, whoſe full-bloom'd Lips 
At too deara rate are Roſes, 
Lo ! a blood-ſhort Eye ! that weeps 
And many a cruel Tear diſcloſes. 


O thou that on this Foot haſt laid 

Many a Kiſs, and manya Teat, 

Now thou ſhalr have all repaid, 
kf Whatſoe'r thy Charges were. 


This Foot hath got a Mouth and Lips, 
To pay the ſweet ſumme of thy Kiles $ 
To pay thy Tears, an Eye that weeps 
My 7Inftcadof Tears fuch Gems as this is. 


© The difference onely this appears, 
(Nor can the change offend } 
The Debr is paid in Rzby-Tears, 
Which thou in Pearls didſt lend. 


R's a. ia: 


q_—_— ms... 


s, On our crucified Lord Naked 
and Bloody. 


F have left thee Naked Lord, Othitthey had; 
This Garment too I would they had deny'd. 
Thee with thy ſelf they have roo richly clad, 
.F Opening the Purple Wardrobe of thy Side.. 
FX Onevercould be found Garments too good . 
For thee to wear, but theſe; of thine own Blood. 


—— _ —— F ——_—_— 


_— 


| _ Eaſter-day, 
RE Heir of freſh Eternity, 
From thy Virgin-Tomb - . WE 
Riſe Mighty man of Wonders,and thy world with thee 
| C 4 Thy 


14 CAITEENR 
Thy Tomb, the ntiverfal Eaſt, Xi 


Natures new Womb; | - 
Thy Tomb, fair Inmorralities perſumed Neſt, 


Of all the Glories make Noon gay © 
This is the Morn. - 
This Rock buds forth the buntain of the hwy of T 
In Joyes white Annals live this hout, -  : 
When life was born, 


No Cloud ſcoul on his radiant Lids, no Tempeſt lowny Y 
Life, by this Light 5 Nativity I 
All Creatures have. | 

Dearth onely bythis days juſt Doomiis forc'c to dye, 
Nor is Death forc't ; for may he lye 
Thron'd in thy Grave ; 
Death will on this condition be content to dye. | 
04 ihe bleeding Wounds of or ' | 
crucified. Lord, 5 


Eſu, no more, it 15 full Tide 
From thy. Hands and from thy Feer, 
From thy Head, and from thy Side, fl 
All thy Parte Ktvers meet. 


Thy reſtleſs Feet, they cannot go, 
For ns and our Erernal good 
As they are wont, what though ? | 

They Swim, alas, in their own Flood. 


Thy Hand to give, thou canſt nor lift . 
Yet will thy Hand ill Siving be ; 
It gives, but O it ſelt's the Gift, 
it drops though bound chongh bound 'tis free, 


| | 
| Steps to the Temple. "R 
' "Yput Oh thy Side? thy deep dig'd Side 
8 That hath a double Nizs ;Foing, 


Nor ever was the Pharian Ti 
Half ſo Fruitful, half ſq Flowing. | 


A What nced:thy fair Head bear apart t, 
ay In Tears? as ifthine Eyes had none > 

4 What need they help to drownthine Heart, 

S That ſtrives in Torrefits of its own > 


ref Water'd by the ſhowres they bring, - - of 
The Thorns that thy Bleſt Brows encloſes 

( A cruel and a colltly Spring > 
Conceive proud hopes of proying Roſes. | 


Not a Hair but pays his Riyer 
8 Tothis Red Sea of thy Blood, 
Their little Channels can: y bi | 
Something to the general Hload. | 


But while I ſpeak, whither are run .. 
All the Rivers nam'd þefore? © 7 

I counted wrong, there is but one,” ' ./ 
But O that one 1s one all o're, 


Rain-ſwoln Rivers may riſe proud 
Threatnins all to overflow, 

But when indeed all's overflow'd | 
They themſelves are drowned too. 


This thy Bloods deluge ( a dire chance. 
Dear Lord to thee) to us is found - 
A deluge of deliverance, 


A Deluge leſt we ſhould be drown' Fl 


Ne'r was't thou ina Sence ſo ſadly True] | 
The Well of living Waters, Lord, till now: 


 Sawpſon 
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rn nn” 


Sampſonto bis Dalilah, 


'S-- not once blinding me, Cruel, ſuffice ? 
When firſt I look*t on thee, I loſt mine Eyes. 


£ 
—_—— 


Pſalm, 23; 
Appy me! © haypy Sheep ! 
Whem my God youchſafes to keep, 

Even my God, even he itis 
That points meto theſe ways of Bliſs ; 
On whoſe Paſtures cheerful Spring, 

All the year doth fit and Sing, 

And rejoycing, ſmiles to ſee 

Their Green Backs wear his Livery : 
Pleaſure ſings my Soul te reſt, 

Plenty wears me at her Breſt, - | 
Whole ſveet Temper teaches me 
Nor wanton, nor in want tobe. | 
At my Feet the bltb'ring Mountain | 

Weeping, melts into a Fountain, 

Whoſe ſoft ſilver-ſweating Streams 

Make high Noon forget his Beams : 

When my waiward Breath is flying, 

He calls home my ſonl from dying, 

Strokes and tames my rabidC rick 

And does woo fne into life : 

When my ſimple weakneſs ſtrays, 

( Tangled in forbidden ways ) 

He ( my Shepheard) is my guide, 

He's before me, on my fide, 
And behind me, he beguiles 
Craft inall her Knotty wiles: 


CL ER IEC on ao. er att a. ERS 


Pe” 2M teps to the Temple. 


He expounds the giddy wonder >. 
Of my weary ſteps, and under 

Spreads a Path clear as the Day, 
Whereno churliſh rub ſays nay 

To my joy-conduQted Feet, 

Whilſt chey gladly go to meer 

Grace and Peace, to meet new laies 
Tun'd to my great Sheapheards praiſe, 
Come now all ye Terrors, Sally, 
Muſter forth into the Valley, 

Where Triumphant darkneſs hovers 
With a fable Wing, that covers 


"Brooding Horror. Come thou Death, 


Let the damps of thy dull Breath 
Overſhadow even the ſhade, 

And make darkneſs ſelf afraid ; 
There my Feet, even there ſhall find 
Way for a reſolved mind. 

Still my Shepheard, ſtill my God 
Thou art with me, Still thy Rod, 
And thy Staff, whoſe influence 
Gives direRtion, gives defence. 

At the whiſper of thy Word 


Crown'd abundance ſpreads my Board : 


While I Feaſt, my Foes do feed 
Their rank, Malice, not their Need, 
So that with the ſelf-ſame Bread 
They are Scary'd, and I am Fed, 
How my Head in Ointment ſwims! 
How my Cupo're-looks her brims ! 
So, even ſo ſtill may I move | 
By the Line of thy dear Love; 

Still may thy ſweet Mercy ſpread 
©eſindy Armabovre my Head, 


FJ 


27 
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About my Paths, ſo ſhall] find | _ 
The fair Center of my mind, | | 
Thy Temple, and thoſe Lovely walls 8 
Bright ever with a Beam that falls | 
Freſh from the pure glance of, thine Eye, 

Lighting to Eternity. | 

There 1'le dwell for ever, there 


Will 1 finda purer Air, K 
To feed my Life with, there T'le ſup 
Balme and NeRar in my Cpp,. - B 


And thence my ripe Soul will ] breath 
Warm into the Arms of Death. 


A. 


| FZEISE, 


Pſalm 137, 
OF the proud Banks of great Emphrates Flood, , 
T here we fate, and there we wept : 
Our Harps that now no Muſick underſtood, | b- 
Noddins on the Willows flepr, ' 
While unhappy captiv'd we 
Lovely So thought on thee. 


They, they that ſnatch us from our Countreys Breſ 
Would have a Song cary'd to their Ears 
In Hebrew mambers, then ( O cruel Jeſt ! ) 
When Harps and Hearts were drown'd in T ears ; 
Come, they'cry'd, come Sing and Play 
One of $tons Songs to day. : 


Sing? Play ? to whom (ah) ſhall we Sing or Play 
It not Zeruſalem to thee > | 

Ah thee Feruſalem? ah ſooner may 
1 his Hand forget the Maſtery 

Of Muſicks dainty touch, then I 

1 he Mulick of thy Memory, 


| . " Ste Yo 14 v6 TAP 
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BE Loſe thisſtme 
Eilnpearcht, her. v re gs 
| No aa as. wit Ky Fw 


On my.dry Pallatg roet. ap 
A wither' as an idle 
No, no, thy good Siop lot tavſt TINY 


The head-'of Alt No "Hat Foyes; © 
But Edoms cr Eyhus ho gry: To A0NPr 400 


Sink Sow AG Ne © A 
Her 


And ha es 


ſt lay alt! Day & wit lid on, 
; Deſt lang? EE Wi C oy To 


DB Fyen fuch as thele, 


5 


Of woes i 
Laugh tl 
Weep hp 
eſt ol : 24g 
Fe arg hs Ty 
J $2 : 


y Nights © hn, 


q f 
wat wg t00 long,” 


y To wel owl £ 
He, in Ute Gas neral by, 1123 -= wy _—__ 
Se i Nis 


wlle Ve ur th N Boy, 
FEY , And 37 apart ing - 


Tell 
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To ſhew us ought worth looking at, 


Tell him we now can ſhew him more 7 
Then he e'r ſhew'd to Mortal ſight, | 
Then he himſelf e'r ſaw before, 

Which to be ſeen needs -not bis Light ; 
Tell him 73t9rme where th' baſt been, 
Tell bim 7hyrþs what th' haſt ſeen, 


Tityr, Gloomy Night, embracit the place 7 
ET5 Wherzthe Noble Infant mel | 
The Babe lookt up, and ſhew'd his Faee, 
In fpight of Darkneſs it was Day, 
- It wasthy Day, Sweet, and. did riſe, 
< * Notfromthe Zeff, but fram thy Eyes, 


Thyrfs. Winter chid the World, and ſent I- 
Theangry North to wage bis Wars:  /. 
The Nort his fierceintent, _ 
yer : ; $ inſtead of Scars: - '* JC 
By eet Eyes perſuaſive Powers,  - 
Where he meant Froſts, he ſcattered Flowers, 


Both. We ſaw thee inthy Balmy-Neſt, _ 
ight Dawn of our F terrmal Day ; 
We ſaw.thine Eyes break from the Ef, 
And chaſe the trembling Shades away : 
+ We ſaw thee+( and weblelt the fight ). 
We ſaw thee by thine own ſweet Light, 


Tit1rms. 1 ſaw the curl'd Drops, ſoft and flow | 
Come hoyering o'r the places head, 
Offring their whiteſt ſheets of Snow: 
« To furniſh the fair Infants Bed,  _ 


Steps to the' Temple.” 
-  Fetbear ( faid1) be not too bold, 
Your Heece is white, but 'tis too eold, 


TJ 7hy/:, 1fawth! Officious Angels bring, 
| nf The Down that- ot andre did ftrow, 
For we now; can ſpare their Wings, 

- _W ale it ſelf lies here below, 
Fair Youth , (ſaid I) benot too rough, 
Your Down though ſoft's not ſof.enough. 


Tityrus, The Babe no ſooner 'gan to ſeek, 
| Where to lay.bis Lovely Head, 
Bnt ſtreight bis Fyesadvis'd his Cheek; 
*Twixt Mothers Brefts to goe to Bed, 
Sweet choiſe ( ſaid I ): no way burſa, 
Notts lie cold, yetfleepin Snow: - 


$47, Welcome to our Wohdring ſight 
1 - Eternity ſhue-in-a Span {| |! + 
Summer in Winter; Day in Night! 
EChrus, Heaven in Eanh !iand God in Man ! 
4 Great little one, whoſe Glorious) Birth, 
's, Lifts Earth to Heaven oops Heaytn ts Earth, 


Welcome, though not to Gold, nor Silk, 
To more then Ceſar*s Birth-right is. 
Two Siſter-Seas of Virgins Milk, 
_ With many a rarely-temper'd Kiſs, 

That Breaths at once both Maidand Mother,” 

Warms in the one, cools in the other, 


3x 


She ſings thy Tears aſleep, and dips 
Her Kiſles in thy weeping Eye, 
{ She fpreadsthered Leaves of thy Lips, 
That in thejr Buds yet Bluſhing lye. 


She 


DT © Spy to theT: enple, {e 
_ She/\dfibft thoſe Mother: Diamonds thyes 
The points of titr yourg Eaples Eyes. 


ef Hot'tothoſe ga Flies ; 
Tp? ln CT ang +. xk F*+: 
W.. te hits Cle things, 
e nd oy!” rts, : 
7 Berl ol 'fall of deer Hearts. 


Yet when youiip 29547} Huzbandt Showers, — 
Rr. Sees Max's Bed, 
te ReR=bori of ber Flowers, 
oy y-Feet,: ard Crownthy Head: 
FDrcad Lamb,) whoſe Love tnuſt kee 
The Siepher, pong they feed rhicir Dos, 


Tothee meek Majeſty; fofrKinp © -- - 
Of ſim e Grptesarid ſweet rene 
Eadhidifos his Lafib wilt bring; 
! nE&ch his pairof! Sitver Doves, - 
ArBiſeiin feof wlpfr Eyes)! 1 1c, 
..: 1 Wettarid orghywhelt Sacritice,! © 


"— Ls » 
I «+ x ©? a #- * ©} % © Pre * , 
Al fort, |»! " / # .& Lt T þ . : , 


] 


OO=-m 


| Sof petty 


Soſpetto d' Herode. 
Libro Primo, 


A _ —_ _ 


i 
— _ = 


Argomento. 


Caſting the times with their ſtrong ſigner, 
Death s M after his own his own death Divines ; 
Straugling for Help,” his beſt Hope 51, | 
Herod's /xſpition may heal his, 
Throkey he ſends 4 Fiend plow 

ceping Tyrants fond miſtake, 
hes * vs ) that he whoſe Birth 
HMean's Heav*n, fhould medale with his Earth, 


I 


Uſe, now the ſervant of ſoft Loves no more, 
Hate isthy Theame, and Herod, whoſe unbleſt 
nd (fo what dares not jealous Greatneſs? )) tore 
thouſand ſweet Babes from their Mothers Breſt, 
The Blooms of Martydome. O be a Door 
Þ! Language ro my Infant Lips, ye beſt 
YOf Confeſſors : whoſe Throats anſwering his ſwords, 
YGave forth your Blood for Breath, ſpoke Souls for 
ay | (Words, 


D The 
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Creat Anthony | Spainr well-befeeming pride, 

Theu Mighty Branch of Emperours and Kings, 
The Beauties of ' whoſe daWy what Ey&can may big 
Which with the Sun himſelf weighs equal Wings, | 


- 


Mapp of Heroick worth'!) whom'far and wide 
Tothe beleeving World Fame boldly {ings : 

Deign thou to wear this humble Wreach that bowe 

* To be the ſacred Honour of, thy Brows. 


3. L 2 l rv 0 \ x; ; 


Nor needs my Muſe a Bluſh, 6r theſe briphe'Flow'rs 
Ocher then what their own dle&Beanties bring, ! | 
They were the ſmiling Sonsof thoſe ſweerBaw'rs, 
T hat drink the Dew' of Life, whaſe deathlebs Spii 
Nor $ir7i4a% Flame, nor Boxcar Froſt deflowi'rs:.l-:1 
From whence Heay'r-labouting Rees with buſie wing 
Suck hidden Sweets, which well digeſted proves 
Immortal Honey for the, Hive of Loves. 


iq 0! 


Thou, whofe ſtrong Hand with ſo tranſcendent wort 
Hoſts high the Rein of fiir Purthenope, ' VV 
That neiiher*Rogze, nor Athens can bring forth 
A Name in Noble Deeds Rival tothee ! © 7 1h 
Thy Fames fulfnoife, makes proud the patient Eareh; 17? 
Far more then Matter for my Muſe and me, i} 
The Tyrrh:ne Seas and Shores ſoundall the ſame, 
-And in their Murmures keep thy Mighty Name. 
/ 5, Bel 
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5. 


Flow the bottom of the great Abyſſe, 

here where one Center reconciles all things; 

he Worlds profound Heart pants ; there placed is 
iſchiefs old Maſter, cloſe about him clings 

\ curl'd knot of embracing Snakes, that kiſs 

Iis correſpondent Cheeks: theſe loarhſomesStrings 
EY Hold the perverſe Prince in Eternal Ties 

. Faſt) bound, ſince firſt he forfeired the Skies, 


4 


—_ - 


6. 


-F he Judge of Torments, and the King of Tears : 

We fills a burniſhc. Throane of queackleſs fire ; 

nd for his old fair Robes of Lighe, he wears 

Þ gloomy Mantle of dark Flames, the Tire 

JJ at Crowns his hated head on high appears ; | : 
. Where ſeav'n-rall Horns ( bis Empires pride ) aſpire. 
And to make up Hells Majeſty, each Hora 

Seav'n Creſted Hydrn's horribly adorn. 


7, 


os Eyes the ſullen Densof Death and Night, 
artle the dull Air wicha diſmal Red : 

och bis felt Glances: asthe faral Lighr 
T ary Comets, - that look Kingdoms dead, - 
From his black Noſtrils, and blew Lips, in ſpight 

Þf Hells own ſtink, a worfer ſtenchis ſpread. —|_ 
His Breath Hells Lightning is : andeach deep groan 
Diſgains rothink that Heay'n T hunders alone, _ 

t D 2 2. Hig 
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His Flaming Eyes dire exhalation, 

Unto a dreadful Pile gives fiery Breath ; 

Whoſe unconſum'd Conſumption preys upon 

The never-dyingLife, of a long death. 

In this ſad Houſe of ſlow Deſtruction, 

( His ſhop of Flames ) he fries himſelf, beneath 
A maſs of Woes, his Teeth for Torment gnaſh, 
While his Steel fides ſound with with his Tails trot 


roy” 


wed O Wd 4 I ot 


9. 


Three Rigorovs Virgins waiting ſtill behind, 
Aſſiſt the Throne of th'Iron-Sceptered King : | 
With whips of Thorns and knotty Vipers twin'd © 
They rouſe him, when hisrank Thoughts ts need a tit 
Their Locks are Beds ofuncomb'd Snakes that wind" 
About their ſhady-Brows in wanton Rings, 

Thus Reignsthe wrathful King,and while he Reig 

His Scepter and himſelf both he diſduins. 


mt hd po AY LH: bt 


IQ, 


Diſdainful wretch !-how hath one bold Sin coſt " H 
Thee all the Beauties of thy once brighe Eyes? YT 
How hath one black Eclipſe cancell'd-and crok YH 


The Glories thit did Guild thee 1 Snpy Riſe ? | ui 
Proud Morning of a perverſe Day ! loſt HH 
Arc thou unto thy ſelf, thou roo vie | bv 


- Narciſſus? fooliſh Phaeton who for all 
NF by Ingh-aim'd: hopes, gain'dſt but. a Flaming 


11, Fro 
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& From Death's ſad ſhades to the! cr yay, b Air, 
This mortal Enemy to Mankinds gbod, + 
Lifts his malignant Eyes, waſted with'care, 

E To become Beauciful in humane Blood. 

Ky Where [WO his-Chryſtal;. ro make fair”! 

'K The Fields of P a/eftine, withſopure-a Flood, --. 
There does be fix his Eyes':. and there Dete& 

+ New matter,” tor make good his great ſuſpeR. 


2 7 "oy 


© He calls ro mifid th 61d quarrel, and what ſpark - 
© Set the contending Soris of Heay'n 0h fire : 
"JN Ofe in his deep Thought he reyolyes the Dark 
inf $34; Divining Leaves: he does enquire 
Yintoth' old Prophefies, trembling to mark 
© How many prefenr Prodigies conſpire, 
ionl To Crown their paſt Predictions.” both he lays 
\ Together, in his pondrous mind borh weighs, © 


I3, 


'Þ Heavens Golden-winged Herald, late he ſaw 

"© [0a poor Galilean Virgin ſent : 

JB How low the Bright. Youth bow'd,and with what awe 

DT immortal Flow'rs to her fair Hand preſent, 

© He ſaw th'old Hebrews womb, negle& the Law - 

YOf Ape and Barrennefs, and ber Babe prevent - 
His Birth, by his Devotion, 'who begin 

cli  Betimes to be:a Saint, before a Man. - 


froll-'+ : D 3 14. He 
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He faw Rich Neaar Thaws, releaſe the Ri Bc p< 
Of th? Icy North, from Froſt-bound Atlas hand? 
His Adamantine Fetters fall-: green: Vigor” $*% 
Gladding the Scythian Rocks and Libian Sands” © 
He ſaw a vernal-ſqile, ſweetly ddisfigure . -'- 
Winters ſad Face,:andcliroughtheflowry Lands 
Of. fair Englands Honey-ſweating Fountains: (tai 
With ane, Milk.and Balm,new broach the Mc 


we @@@ _T am wal 


I5. 
He ſaw. how in that Bleſt Day-bearing Niphe, 


Wo 


The Heav!n rebuked ſhades made -hafte away. 
How bright a Nawnot. Angels withnew Lighe| | 
Amaz'd the midnight World, .and;made a Day 
Of which the Morning:knew ngot;/Mad with'Spig 
He markt how the poor Shepheardsran to pay +: 

Their ſimple Tribute tothe Babe, whoſe Birth 

Was the great Buſineſs.both of Heay'nand Eatt 


- 


DA s Sad © #1 £4 P£@A 


1:6, 
| Hefaw a threefold Sun, with rich encreaſe, 5 
Make proud the Ruby Portals of the Zaft. . 


He ſaw the Temple Sacred toſweerPeace, F 
Adore her Princes Birth, flat 'on her Breſt, 117 
He ſaw the falling Idols, all confels' | F 
A coming Deity, He law the Neſt . 
Of poi?nous and' unnatural Loves, Earth-nurſt | 
Toucht with the Worlds true Antidote to burſt! 


I7,t 
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He ſaw Heawn nee 


impape} Wl 
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e hollow 1h 0 of Night 
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Yet on the other ſide fain/ would he ſtate © 

Above his Fears, and think' jt cannot be :- _ 
ſtudies: Scripture, ſtrives ro fe we the "tar 
And feel the Pulſe of eve 
He knows” ( hut knows 
The Heav'n cling bg 


Fg fe Virgin wind 


27” 


But theſe vat M yſteries tis Senſesſmothe 
And Reaſon (for whar's Faith to him 2)' 


ble the Barth 


How ſhe thatis a Maid ſhould proye a al - 

Yet keep. riolats her'Viegia Flow'r; | 

How s Ecernal Si Toney 

Poſeth his'p Intell&&v41 Pow'r,; | 
How. a* pure $Spiri 


rfl incarnate be, 
th's frail Livery. 


That the Gteae Angel-blinding Light ſhould ſhrink; f 
His Blaze, co ſhine ina-poor_ Shepheards Eye; { 


t 
That the utmeaſur' d God: ſolow (hag, fink ink, 
As Pris'ner if a few poar Rags to le; | 
That from bis, Mothers Breſt he Milk ſhoutd drink, | 
Who, feeds with NeQar Heay'ns fair Family; 
That a vile Manger his low Bed ſhould proye, 
Who ina Throne of Stars Thunders above; 


23. IN 


And Life it ſe 
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That he whom the Sun ſerves ſhoutd faintly 'peep © 
Through Clouds of Infant fleſh: that he the 01d - 
Fternal Word ſhonld be a Child, and weep: | - 
That he who made the Fire ſhould fear the Cold : 
That Heav' ns high” Majeſty his Coure ſhould keep ” 
Ina Clay-cottage, byeach Blaſt control'd: '' * © 

That Glories ſelf ſhould ſerve our Griefs aud Fears : 
hl Andfree Eternity ſubmit coyears: © | 


24. 


| And further, that che Law's Eternal Giver, 

'Þ Should bleed in his 6wn Law's obedience +” ; 
And to the qrcymciſing Knife deliver - acrd 

Himſelf, the forfeit. of his Slayes offence; - © 7” 

That" the unblemiſhe Lamb, blefſedfor ever, - © + 

Should take the'mark'of Sin, and pairrof Sence: ” - * 
Theſe are the krotty Riddles, whoſe dark doubr 
Intangles his loſt "Thoughts, paſt gerring onr. - 


£ »” Sad 
- — 2 - _ 
+ as > 


While new Thoughts boyl'd in his enraged Breſt; 
His ploomy Boſomes darkeſt Charater, | 
Was ih his ſhady Forehead ſeen expreſt. | 
The Forehead'sſhade in Griefs expreffion there, © 
,N is whatin bgn of joy among the blelt 
The Faces lightning, or a ſmile is here. 
Thoſe ſtings of care that his Fong 
; Adeſperate, 0h me, drew from hi 


«FF 
i —_— h_ - oy 
* n,_v-=mu- te wen} o 


Heart oppreſt, 
$ deep Breſt. 
29. 0b 
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owe ! ( thas bellow” he ) Qb me! what Fila. I; 
our. before mine their Pqwers a drance ?.. 
And | t, a to. beat , / 
Down: BYRONG: Eh A an eR=y ry itin a "7 
Frown I ; and;ran.great at r {eat 
And the gayStars lead ont th Paens *Y, Ganga? 

Can'his attempts above. ſtill *, 


Auſpicious ſtill, in ſpight of- Sy me wh | 
27. 
He has mea ahatopqnig emere?) whoſe bgi 
And radiant Sceprer this bgld Fo iouſd be 
And for the acl jel -0 L 7-1 1| : 
My fair Inhery tagce, Ho 8 *_ yy 
To =. LAKE = Td Fae, out,. bit tr 
To draw. a where all my Che oF 
».Js the folem nity thy By ala 27 _ 
That Mankinds \Fprment, waits ,vpon a4 7H 
.28. 


Dark, dugky, Man; he Fog forth, 4 

To make the partner; gf his own par ey 

And ſhould Ns, Toe rs of HB as ' yr 

Bow.our brig rea MTs 3 
Seaf and 


It ſhall not +7 Ft om. 4d 


Where never wing 0: F Angel yet aa le Mo ; 
What chough.] miſt my þlow?* Fro " 
And'to YIR ſomeshing i is one Vi I 


| 
op 


0 


EC 3 > AT > 


What: torcecannor effeR; fraud ſhall tc 
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Is he not ſatisfied? means he to wreſt |! + 

Hell fron mertoo, and fack-my Territories? 

Vile Humane Nature, meanshe nottt-iweft 

( O my deſpight'!) with:his Divineft Gldriay ? | 

And riſing-with rich-ſpoils:upon his Breſty!s - - + 

With his-fair Triumphs fill all future;fRories 2. - | 
Muſt the bright Arms of Hearn rebuk thaſeFhes ? 
Mock me, and:ilazle mydark- Myſteties@: :!--:: *7 


F 


*TO, R 
Art thou-gat:Zacifer-2:betorwhom the: droves'1/ 


Of Stars, thatguild the Morn in charge; were giver; ? 


The nimble of che Lightoiigevinged Lakes Þi A 
The faireſt, and the firſt>bbrn fmile of :bTeoy?h>. 
Look inwhat/Pomp the(Miftreſs! Planeemovyet © + v/ 
Rev'rently? eircled byitheleffer: ſeavenyrnp2)do dT 

Such, \aridfo rich; the-Flagiesthar @ipthine Eyes, 
$11 ('* 


Oppreſi the common-people of the Kit 


-31. 


Ah wretgh'!:what:boots thee to caſt backrhy-Fyes, 
Where dawning hope no-bgamof comfbirStrows? | 
While therefle&tion of-<y' forepaſt joY&ſ{rrort! 1 
Rendersthee double co thy» preſent; wots {1 larly OT 
Rather make upto thy new! Miſggies; | »1tv7 01 
And meet ithe> miſchief rhatupon thee- grow?” | 

If Hell muftmourn, Heav'n' ſure ſhall fymparhize ; 


32. And 
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And yet whoſe force fear1?: have I ſo loſt 

My ſelf 2 myStrength too with my innocence ? 

Come try who dares, Heav/n,Earth,what e'r doſt boy 

A borrowed Being, make thy bold defence : 

Come thy Creator too, 'what —__ colt 

Me yeta ſecond fall? we'dtry our ſtrengths: 
Heav'nſaw-us ſtruggle once, as brave a fight 
Earth now ſhould ſee, and tremble a the fight, 


A %. = Hs oA = 
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Thus ſpoke th' impatient Prince, and made a pauſe, 
- His foul Hags rais'd their Heads, and clapttheir Hands 
And all the Powers of Hell in full applauſe. 4 
Flouriſhe their Snakes andtoft their Flaming Brands.” 
We ( faid the horrid Siſters). wait thy Laws, 
Th' obſequious Handmaids of thy high Commands, 
Beie:thy.pirt, Hells mighty Lord, colay, 
On us thy dread Commands, ours to obey. 
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What thy. .A/efs, what theſe hands can do, ' 4M} ] 
Thoumad'&bold proofupon the brow of Heav'n, "| « 
Nor ſhouſd*ſt thou bate in-pride, becauſe that now, || 1 
To theſe thy ſooty Kingdoms thou art driven: if, 
Let Heav'ns Lord chideaboye louder then thon 1} | 
In langnage of his Thunder, thou art even - 1H 
Witch him below : here thou art Lord alone 
Boundleſs and abſolute - Hell is thine own. 


351 
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35. 


If uſual Wit and Strength will do no good, | 
Vertues of Stones, nor Herbs : uſe ſtronger Charms, 
0 Anger, and Love, beſt hooks of Humane blood : 
If all fail, we'll put on our proudeſt Arms, 
And pouring on Heay'ns Face the Seas huge Flood, - 
h his curl'd fires, ' we'll wake with our Alarms 
uine, where e'r ſhe ſleeps at Natures feer , 
And cruſh the World till his wide corners meet. 


36. 


Reply'd the ons King, O my Crowns defence ? 
Stay of whoſe ſtrong hopes, you of whoſe brave worth, 
The frighted Stars took faint experience, .... - 
When*gainſt the Thunders mouth we marched forth : 
Nj Still you are prodigal of your Love's expence 

sf Inourgreat brojedhs, both *gainſt Heav'n and Earth; 
I thank you all, but one muſt ſingleour, 

Cruelty, ſhe alone ſhall cure my doubt, 


37. 


Fourth of the'curſed knot of Hags is ſhe, 
"| Or rather all the other three in one ; 
8 Hells ſhop of flaughter ſhe do's overſee, 
I Anditill affiſt the Execution : 
[F Bur-chiefly there do's ſhe delight to be, 
BE Where Hells capacious Cauldron is ſer on: 
And while the black ſouls boil in their own gore, 
To holdrhem down, and look thai none ſeeth o're- 


3 8. Thrice 
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Thrice how!'dthe Caves of Ni 
Thandring upon the Banks of 


* . 
# & \ 
-” 
% 
” [4 


At If her lifining Ears theinoiſe o'rtakes, 
She lifts her oo Lamps, andlooking round 


A gen'ral hifs 
Rebounding, 


| 
r 
Rung "tienairede hollow vaults of Hett profound: *} ; 
] 
\ 


In anſwer to-het formidable Name: 


'Monpgſt 


& 


all ihe Palaces in Hells Command,” 


No one ſo mercileſs as this of hets. 
The Adamantine Doors, for ever ſtand 


Impenerrable, both to Pray'rs and Tears, 

The Walls mexorable Steel, | 

Of Time or Teeth of hungry s 
Their ugly Ornaments ate the vor fins, 
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,and thrice the ſound 
ofe black Lakes 


| 
: 


1 


om the 'whole Tire of Snakes 
through Hells inmoſt COREng, 
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— 
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_ 


Of ragged Limbs, torn Sculls, and daſhe 0urBrains) 


T here has thePurple Yengeance 2 proud ſear, 

Whoſe eyer-brandifht Swords eath'd i in blood : 
About her Hate; Wrath, urre, and S layghter (weaty 
Bathing their hot Limbs in Life's precious Flood. *'* 
There rude imperuous Rage do's ſtorm, and fret: ® 
And there, as Maſter of this murd'ring brood, R 
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Swinging 2 huge Sith, ſtands impartial Death, 


With endleſs buſi neſs almoſt outof Breath, 


4.1. For 


MI WY, TOS \4 
Steps" to the Temple.” 


yy 
For Miippt te 6; Curtis: -rfafoog WY 
ren matany, 


Ate Tooteof rath, wa of Tbrmemns 
'Y Fell Executioners To foul in tents, | 
'F Nails, Hammers, Hitchets (hir 
'Þ Swords \ Spears, with - if the' fa | 

of Sin, and Deitti, tes diptit' 

Of Brothers mutua} Blood, "1oq- 


Tong; D. 
[Fitter er lov 


diteſtiins 
thers Braitis? 
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The Tables furnifht witha curſed Feaſt” © 27448 
Which Harpyes with lean Famise fe Knee | fi vs 
Uufill'd for ever. Here among there! | 
Inhumane Eriþethon, $00 makes ore ; | & 
Tantalus, Atrens, Prog ne, here are Ja —_ 
Wolviſh Lycaon heres Fl place hath 'woh., © © © © 
The Cup they drink in is Meds{a's" Scult; (Fall 
Which mixt with Gall and Blood they quaff brim 


- 
OR. 
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Still work for her, and haye their Y ther? 
They prick a bleeding Heart at every. ſtitch, ; 
Her cruel Clothes of coſtly Threds Weave, 

. Which ſhort-cur Lives of murdeted itifants Leave: 
44. The 


43+ 
The foul Queen's moſt abhorred Maids of ee 
'Y 21:dea, Zexabel, many a meagre Witgh"*) y 
With Circe, Sela, ſtand to wait u dn. fiet'; wok, 
Þ} But her beſt Huſugves are the Parts, Which 


of 
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The Houſe is hery'd about witha. black Wood, 
Which nods with many a heavy headed Tree: © 
Each.Flower's a poylon, try'd and good ; 
Each Herb a Plague : The Winds tip dmedbe 
black Fount, \ yg weeps into a Flood. S! 
ough the thick ſhades | enteurety mig you ſee 
ED Cyclopſes, with a dark drove 
Of Dragons, Hydracs, Sphinxez, fill the Grove, 
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Here Diomed's Horſes, Phereus Dogs appear, 
With the fierce Lyons of T herodamas,, 
Bufiris ba's his bloody Altar here, 
Here Sy/l/a his ſeveret priſon has; 
The Leftrigmians here their Table rear ; 
| Here ſtrong Prec;»ſtes plants his Bed of Braſs ; 
- Here cruel $cyron boaſts his bloody Rocks, 
_ And hateful Schina his ſo feared Oaks, 
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What. ever Schemes of Blood, fantaſtick frames 
Of Death AMfexentivs, or Geryon drew ; 

Phalaris, Ochus, Ex.£linus, names 

Mighty in Miſchief, with dread Neys too, 
Herearethey. all, here all the Swords or Flames 


Aſſyrian Tyrants,. or Egyptian knew. 
ria Kexrut Houſe, ſo furniſhe was the Hall, 


| Whence the fourth Fury, anſwer'd Pluto's call, 
47, Scarce 
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carce to this Monſter could the ſhady King, 
he horrid ſumme of his intentions cell ; 
Burt ſhe ( ſwift as the momentary win 

Wf Lightning, or the words he ſpoke-) lefe Hell - 

Whe roſe, and with her ro our World did bring, 
proof of her: fell preſence, ch* Air too well . 
With a chang'd, Countenance witneſs'd the Fight 
And poor Fowls intercepted in their Flight, 


48. 


Heay'n ſaw her riſe, and ſaw Hell in the ſight, 

he Fields fair Eyes ſaw her, and ſawno more 

Wut ſhut their flowry Lids for ever Night, 

YAnd Winter ſtrow ©: way; yea, ſuch a ſore 

BW ſhe co Nature, that a general frighr, 

n univerſal Palfie ſpreading o're : 
The face ofthings, from her dire Eyes had run, 
Had not her thick Snakes hid them from the Sun, 
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Now had the Nights Companion from her Den, 
Yhere all the buſte day ſhe cloſe doth lye, 

With her ſoft wing, wip'c from the brows of men 
Day's ſweat, and by a gentle Tyranny, 

Jad ſweer oppreffion, kindly cheating them 
JOf all their Cares, tam'd the rebellious Eye 

Of ſorrow, with aſoft and Downy hand, 
Sealing all Breſts ina Lethear band. 
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When the-F ryn#e her black Pineons ſpread, 

And came to Zethlem where the cruel King 

Had now retir'd himſelf, and botrawed 

His Breſt a while frqtn care's unquiet ſting. 

Such as at 7/þ-66; ire Feaſt ſhe ſhew'd her head, 

Her Sulphur-brearhed Torches brandiſhing, 
*"Suchro the frighted Palace now ſhe comes, 
And with ſoft feet ſearches the'filent Rooms, - 


Fl. 


By Herod —— now was born 
The Scepter, which of old great David ſwaid. 
Whoſe Right by David's linage ſo long worn, 
Himſelf a\tranger to, his own had mide; *'f 
And from the head of ?4dahs houſe quite torn 
The Crown, for which upon their necks he laid "7 k 
A fad yoak, under which they figh'd in vain, © In 
And looking on their loſt ſtate figh'd _ ' 


2 


Fo 
1 | 


- 
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Up through the fpacious Palace paſſed-ſhe, [ 
To where the Kings proudly-repoſed head Wo» 
(if any can be ſoft to Tyranny "18 
And icif-rormenting/lin } had a ſoft bed, ' - 
She thinks nor fit fuch he her face ſhould ſee, ': 
As it1s ſeen by Hell; and ſeen with dread- - ': 
To change her face's tile ſhe dorh deviſe, » 'V 
Andin a : pale Ghoſt's ww to ſpare his Eyes. 2A 
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Miter (elf a while ſhe Lys fille, atd mikes, 

' Ready to perfonate a;morral part. . i 

| (6k, ſeph the King 's dead Brother's ſhape ſhe Likes, Kntt io 

| hat he by Nature was, is ſhe by Art.” 

he cornes £ th' King,/and \with kick coll biitd naked! (01 

"RHis Spirits ,the ſparks of Life, and chillshis'Heart,” - 

"ll Lifes forpe ; ain'Tis her yoice/and falf®to0 he: / 

Her words, Sleep'ſt thaw {ind 11a * Sleep'E thou? ra id 
({he. 


— 
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ſho fleeps aBilot whoſe poor: Bark is preft'2* | 

' With many a CLNEE o'r-maſtrin ave; 

For whom (as dead Tore WitdFconteſt; 
Which of chera deep” wh her witty Grave... 

1 Why doſt chan, ſet thy eas Fo lie ſue: : 
7 | wes * like ſlumber whule thy d ngens have IL C0 

' Awakins Ey wet and? whe 26d (6s 

The EYGEHipG, ith Gir-Gtedc Confrirdcy9-- [1 1 


l | 
4. 


;( 


v8. 

(now'ſt thou nat how of *ty Bfibrew rf , Mehnthe. - 

Tharold dry \—g6tþ ade pair'd Fl rg Will 

\moſt ſtrange Bab i Os) d 

na negleQe Stat lies among LS Se 92019 

 Wealts and bil e Straw : alreaty P the MY 

V j© te turn*d';' th' ingrateful Rebels oh rheit yang” 

2 Maſter (with voice free as the Set of Famt') 
eir new King, and thy Succeſſor proc wo 7 
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What buſie Mations, what wild E ines ſtand '8 

On tiptoe in their giddy Brains? 'th* have fire | 8 

Already in their;Boſomes ; and.cheir hand | fl 
Already reaches ata ſword : they hire 

Poyſon to ſpeed hee ;, yer through all the Land 
What one comes'to reveal what they conſpire ? 

Go.now ,aake much of theſe ; wage ill their wan 

' And thong home on thy Breſt x more thankleſs ſcars, 
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Why did I ſpend my Life, -and ſpill myBlood, - 

That thy firm.hand for ever might ſuſtain | 

A well-pojs'd Scepter? does it.now ſeerm good 

Thy Brothers blood be-ſpilt life ſpent in vain > - 

*Gainſt thy; own Sons and Brothers chou ha ſtood, 

In Arms, ja leſſer.cauſe was to complain : 
And now*croſs Fates a watch about thee keep, 
Can*ſt thou be careleſs now, now can'ſt thou ſleep 


I CO 2» my m3 pe 
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Where art thou Man? what cowardly miſtake 

Of thy great ſelf, hath ieln King Herod fromthee 21; 

© callthy ſelf hometo thyſelf, wake, wake, 

And = the hanging fwordHeay' athrows wy 

Redeem a worthy wrath, rouſe thee, and fhake 

Thyelfinto a $aa that maybecome thee. 
[Be Hered, and thouſhalt not;miſs from me F; 
Lmmorrall ings to thy great Thoughts, and thee, | 


59.9 
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Þ $ ſaid, her richeſt Snake; which to her Wriſt 

Y For a beſeeming Bracelet ſhe had ty'd 

(A ſpecial Worm it wasas eyer kiſt 

The foamy Lips of Cerberus) ſhe apply*d 

To the Kings Heart, the Snake no ſooner hiſt, 

But Vertue heard ir, and away ſhe hy'd, 
Dire Flames diffuſe themſclyes through every vein, 
This done, home to her Hell ſhe hy'd' amain. 
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He wakes,and with him ( ne'*r to ſleep ) new fears: 

Þ His Sweat-bedewed Bed had now betrai'd bim, 

Toa vaſt field of Thorns, ten thouſand Spears 

"YAlf pointed in his Heart ſeem'd to invade him : - , 
YRS mighty were th' amazing CharaQers | 
2 Vich which his feeling Dream had chus diſmai'd him, - 

Y He his own fancy-framed Foes defies: « .' 

In Rage, /My Arms, give me my Arms, he crys. 


G1, 


Ys when a Pile. of Food-preparing fire, 

> ſhe Breath of artificial Lungs embrayes, 
"Flhe Caldron-priſon'd waters ftreight conſpire, 

And beat the hot Braſs with rebeſſious waves ? 

Fe murmures and rebukes their bold defire ; 

' impatient Liquor, frets, and foams, and raves , 

Till his o'rflowing pride ſuppreſs the Flame, 


&, . Whence all his high ſpirits, and hot courage came. 
E 3 62. So 
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So boils the fired Heroz's blood-ſwoln Breſt, -  - 
Not to be ſlak'd þpt by a Sea of Blood. ©. 
His faithleſs Crown he feels looſe on his Creſt, .. , 
Which on faMe Tyrants Head ner firmly ſtood, © |: 
The Worm of jealous Enyy andunreſt, _ | 
To which his gnaw'd heart is the growing Food 
Makes bim impatient of the lingring Light, 2 
| Hate the ſweet peace of all-compoſing Night, - | | | 


hat ems am ok. Sz 
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A Thouſand Prophecies that talk flrange things, \ 
Had fown of oldtheſe doubts in his deep Breſt; [ 
And now of late came I ributary Kings, © 
Bringing him nothing but new Fears from th' Zaff,l $ 
More deep ſuſpicions, .and mote deadly ſtings. ' W\ 
With which his Feay*rous Cares their cold increalt ll 
And now his dream (hells firebrand) till more brig 
Shew'd him his fears, and kill'd him with the ſight, 


04. 


No ſooner therefore ſhall the'morning ſee 
( Night hangs yet heavy on the Lids of day ) 
But all his Coynſellours muſt fummon'd be, 
To meet their troubled Lord : without delay 
Heralds and Mefſengers immediately E bn 
Are fentabout, who poaltingeyery way 
_ TottfHeads and Officers of every Band; 
| Peclare who ſends, and what is his Command. , 


65. Wi 
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Why art hi troubled Herod ? what vain fear 
Thy "Bloo- -revolving Breſt to Rage doth move ? 
Heay'ns King, who doffs himſelf weak fleſh to wear, 

FF Comes not to rule in Wrath, but ſerve in Love : 

"Y Nor would he this thy fear'd Crown from thee Tear, 

Y But give thee a heteer with himſelf above. 

Poor jealouſte ! why ſhould he wiſh to prey 

43H Wpoachy Crown, who gives his own away. 
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Make to thy reaſon Man ; and mock thy doubts, 

Look how below thy Fears their Cauſes 2re , 

Þ Thou art a foldier Herod , ſend thy Scouts 

Ef See how he's furniſh't for ſo fear'd a War. 

= What Armourdoes he wear ? a few thin Clouts, 

t 2 His Trumpets ? tender crys: his men to dare 

mg $o much ? rude Shepheards. Whar his Steeds ? alas 
r, fl - Poor Beaſts! a flow Oxe, and'atrmple Ale. 


Il fine del Libro prim?. 
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On 4 PrayerBook ſent to Mrs. M,R, 


[2 here a little Volame, but great Book, 
( Fear it not, ſweet, 
It is no Hypocrit ) 
Mach larger in it ſelf then in its look, 


It is in one rich Handful, Heaven and all 
Heavens Royal Hoſts incampr, - thus fmall , 
'T oprove thar true Schools uſe to tell, 

A thouſand Angels in one point can dwell, 


It is Loves great Artillery, i 
Which here contracts it ſelf and comes to [ye 8 
Cloſe coucht in your white Boſome, and from theni 
As from a ſnowy Fortreſs of defence 

Againſt the ghoſtly Foe to take your part : 

And fortify the Hold of your chaſte heart, 


It is the Armory of Light, 
Let conſtant Uſe but keep it bright, 
You'| find it yields 
To Holy Hands and Humble Hearts, 
More Swards and Shields 
Then Sin hath Snares, or Hell hath Darts. 


Only be ſure, 
F TT he Hands be pure, 
That hold theſe Weapons and the Eyes 
Thoſe of Turtles, Chaſte, and True, 
Wakeful, and Wiſe. 
Here is a Friend fhall fight for you,” 
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{ Hold bnt this Book before your Heart, 
'E Let Prayer alone to play bis part. 


S ButO”, the Hearr 

'Y Thar ſtudies this high Arr, 

"E Muſt be a ſure Houſe- keeper, 
And yet no ſleeper, 


Dear Soul be ſtrong, 
Mercy will come e'r fon 
And bring her Boſome full of Bleflings, 
Flowers of never fading Graces ; 
To make immortal dreflings 
For worthy Souls whoſe wife embraces 
"F Store up themſelves for him, who is alone 
The ſponſe of Virgins, and the Virgins Son. 


Butif the Noble Bridegroom when he comes 
Shall find the wandring heart fronr home, 
Leaving her Chaſte abode, 
To gad abroad: 
Amongſt the gay Mates of the god of Flies 
To take her pleafures, and to play 
And keep the Devils Holy day ; 
To dance in the Sun- ſhine of ſome ſmiling 
bur beguiling. 


Spear of Sweet and Sugered Lies, 
Some ſlipery pair, 
Of Falſe perhaps as Fair 

Flattering bu forſyearing Eyes. 


Doubtleſs ſome other Heart 
Will get the ſtarr, 


And 
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And ſtepping in before, 

Will take poſſeſſion of the Sacred tore 
Of hidden Sweets, and holy Joyes, 
Words which are not heard with Ears 

( Theſe tumulcous ſhops of noiſe ) 
EffeQual whiſpers whoſe till voice, 

The Soul it ſelf more feels then hears. 


? 


Amorous Languiſhments, Luminous Trances, 

Sights which are not ſeen with Eyes, 
©piricual and Soul piercing Glances : 

W hoſe Pure and Subtle Lightning, flies 
Home to the Heart and ſets the Houſe on fire ;, 
And melts it down in ſweet deſire ; 

Yer doth not ſtay 
To ask the Windows leave, to paſs that way, 


Delicious Deaths, ſoft Exhalations 
Of Soul ;, Dear, and Divine annihilations; 
' A thouſandunknown Rites | 
Of Joys, and rarifted Delights, 


An hundred thouſand Loves and Graces, 
And many a miſtick thing, 
Which the Divine embraces 

Of the dear ſpouſe of Spirits with them will bring, 
For which it is no ſhame, 

That dull Mortaliry muſt not know a Name, 


OF all this hidden ſtore 
Of Bleſlings, and ten thouſand more ; 
If when he come FT 
He find the Heart from home, 
Doubtleſs he will unload 


. 


pimſelf ſome otherwhere, 
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And pour abroad 
His precious Sweets, 
On the fair Soul whom firſt he meets; 


Ofair! O fortunate! Orich ! Odear! 
O happy andthrice happy fhe 
Dear Silver-breſted Dave 

Who ere ſhe be, | 
Whoſe early Love 
With winged Vowes, 
Makes haſte to meet her morning Spouſe ; 
And cloſe with his immorrcal kiſſes, | 
Happy Soul who never miſſes, 
To improve that precious hour : 
And every day, © 
Seize her ſweet Prey ; 
All freſh and fragrant as he riſes, 
Dropping with a Balmy ſhowr 
A delicious dew of Spices, 


O let that happy Soul hold faſt 

Her Heavenly Armful, ſhe ſhall taſte 

At once ten thouſand Paradiſes, ' 
She ſhall have power, 
To Rifle and Deflower 


The rich and roſeal Spring of thoſe rare ſweets, 


— 


Which with a ſwelling Boſome there ſhe meets, 


Boundleſs and infinite, bottomleſs Treaſures 
Of pure inebriating pleaſures, 


Happy ſoul ſhe ſhall diſcover, 
W hart joy, what bliſs, 

How many Heavens atonce it is, 

To have a God become her Loyer, 
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Os Mr, G. Hetbert's Book, entituled, The - 
Temple of Sacred Poems, ſent 
to 4 Gentlewoman, 


Now you Fair, on what you look? 

\. Divineſt Lovelies in this Book - 

ExpeRing Fire from your Eyes, 

To kindle this his Sacrifice. 

When your Hands unty theſe ſtrings, 

Think you*ve an Angel by the wings, 

One thar gladly will be nigh, 

To wait pon each morning ſigh. 

To flutter in the _=y Air, 

Of your well perfumed Prayer. 

Theſe white Plumesof his Hee'l lend you, 

Which every day to Heaven will ſend you - 

To take acquaintance of the Sphear, 

Andall the ſmooth-fac'd kindred there, 
And though Herberts Name do owe 
Theſe Devotions, faireſt , know 
That while I lay them on the ſhrine 

: Of your white Hand, they are mine. 


W 
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A Hymn to the Name and Honour of the Admis 
rable Saint TERESA, Foundreſs of the 
Reformation of the Diſcalsed Carmelites, both 
Men and Women, a Woman for Angelical 
heighth of ſpeculation, for Maſculine courage 
of performance, more then a Woman whoyet 4 
Child, out ran Maturity, and durſt plot a Mar- 
yr dom. 


* 
- 


Ove thou art abſolute, ſole Lord 

Of Life and Death— To prove the Word, 
Weneed to g0 to none of all 
Thoſe thy old ſoldiers, ſtout and tall 
Ripe and full grown, that could reach down, 
With firong Arms their Triamphanct Crown : 
Such as could with laſty breath, 
Speak loud unto the face of Death . 
Their great Lords glorions Name, to none 
Of thoſe whoſe large Breſts built a Throne 
For Love their Lord, glorious and great, 
We'll ſee him take a priyate ſeat, 
And make his Manſton inthe milde 
And milky Soul of a ſoft Child. 


Scarce had ſhe learnt to Liſp a nine 
Of Martyr, yer ſhe thinks it ſhame ' © 

= Life ſhould ſolong play with thar Breath, 
Which ſpent can buy ſo brave a Death, 


"F She never undertook ro know, 
"BY What Death with Love ſhould haye to doe, 
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Nor hath ſhe e'r yet underſtood, 
Why .to ſhow Loye ſhe ſhould ſhed Blood; 
Yet though ſhe cannot tell you why, 
She can Love and ſhe car Dye, 
\'Searce hadſhe Bloodenough; ro make 
A guilty Sword bluſh for her ſake ; 
« Yet has ſhe a heart dares hope to prove, ' 
. How muchleſs frongis Death then Loye. 


Be love but there, let poor fix years, 

Be pos'd with the matureſt Fears 

Man trembles at, we. ſtraight ſhall find 
Love knows no nonage, nor the Mind. 
*Tis Love, not Years, or Limbs, that can 
Make the Martyr or the Man. _ 

Love toucht her Heart, and loe it beats 
High, and burns with ſuch brave heats : 
Such thirſt ro die, as dare drink up 

A thouſand cold Deaths in one Cup : 
Good reaſon, for ſhe breaths all fire, 
Her weak Breſt-keaves. with {trong deſire, 
Of what ſhe may with fruitleſs wiſhes 
Seck for, amionglt her Mothers Kiſles. 


Since *tis not to be had at home, - 
She'll travel to a Martyrdome. 

No home for her confeſſes ſhe, 
But where ſhe may a Martyr be, 


$4 « 


She'll ro.the Moors, and Trade with them,,. - 


For this unvalued Diadem, - 
She offers them her deare! Breath, 


With Chriſts name in't in change tor Death ; 


She'll bargain with them, and will give 
Them God, and each them bow to live 


— * 
22. Od. F -. Cs 
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'Þ Never till now eſteemed toyes + 
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In bim, or if they thisYehie; - - © 

For him, ſhe'll teach them bow to de p 
So ſhall ſhe leave amongſt them ſown): - os 

he Lords Rlood,; orat leaſt her owe!” nm it 


Farewel then all the World; adiey, TL 
Tereſa is no more for you : el |} 
Farewel all pleaſures, ſports; ard'; joyes, | 


Farewell, whatever dear may be, 

Mothers Arms, or Fathers Knee 
Farewel Houſe, and t areweÞHome ' i: 
She's for the Moors and 2mm pre 


Sweet not ſo fat, Loe thy BirSpoiſe;. 
Whom thou ſeek'{t with ſo ſwift vows 
Calls thee back, and bids'thee comez':| 

T” embrace a milder NatoptCoane, * "Ys J* 


Bleſt pow'rs ſorbid, th viteiniig life + 
Should bleed upon X bathnadils knife. 
Or ſome baſe hand have power to "it 
Thy Breſts chaſte Cabinet * and uncaſe 
A Soul kept there fo ſweet; Ono, 

Wiſe Heaven will never have it ſo : 
Thowart Love's vitim>and muſt dye 


' Adeath more myſtical ab@high : 


Into Loves hand thou pon ler fall, 
Aftill ſurviving Funeral; 5: - 


He is the Dart muſt make the death; 

Whoſe ſtroke wall taſte thy hallowed Breath ; q | 

A Dartthrice dipt inthat rich flame, 

Which writes thy Sponfes radiant name : : : 
Upon 
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Upon the roof of Heaven where ay 
It ſhines, and with a Soveraign ray, *Þ 
Beats brightupon the þurning faces ] 
Of ſouls, which inthat names ſweet graces, |} $ 


Find everlaſting ſmiles: ſo Rare; 

So Spiritual, Pure and Fair, }. 

Muſt be the , immortal inſtrument, 
Upon whoſe choice pointſhall be ſpent, 
A life ſo loy'd, and thatthere be | 
Fit Executioners for thee. ! 
The faireſt, and the firſt-born Loves of fire, ] 
Bleſt Seraphims ſhall leave their Quire, 
And turn Loves ſoldiers upon thee, 
To exerciſe their Archery. 


O how oft ſhalt thou complain 
Ofa ſweet and ſubtile pain? 

Of intollerable joyes? | 
Of adeath in which whto dies d 
Loves his death, and dies apait, ? 
And would for ever ſobeflain ! | 
And lives and dies, and knows not why 
To live, but that he till may dye. þ 


Fo kn > 


DH 
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How kindly willthy gentle Hearr, 
Kiſſe the ſweetly—-killing Dart: | 
And cloſe in his Embraces keep, 
Thoſe delicious wounds that weep 
Balſome, to heal themſelves with thus ; 
When theſe thy Deaths ſo. numerous, 
Shall all at once dye into one, 

And melt thy ſouls ſweet Manſion : 
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Likea ſoft Lump of Incenſe, haſted 


By too hot a fire, and waſted, 


Into perfuming Clouds, So faſt 


Shale thou exhale to Heaven atlaſt, 
In a diſſolving ſigh, and then 
O what ! ask not the Tongues of men ; 


Angels cannot. cell, ſuffice, 

Thy ſelf ſhalt feel thine own fall joyes, 
And hold chem faſt for ever there, 

So ſoon as thou ſhalt firſt appear 

The Moon of Maiden Stars ; thy white 
Miſtreſs attended by ſuch bright 

Souls as thy ſhining ſelf ſhall come, 

And in her firit ranks make thee room, 
Where *mongſt her ſnowy Family, 
Immortal welcomes wait on thee, 


RY Owhac delight when ſhe ſhall ſtand, 


And teach thy Lips Heaven, with her hand, 
On which thou now may'ſt to thy wiſhes, 
Heap up thy conſecrated Kifles, 

Whar joy ſhall ſeize thy Soul when ſhe 
Bending her Bleſſed Eyes on thee 

Thoſe ſecond ſmiles of Heaven ſhall dart 

Her mild Rays, through thy melting heart : 


Angels thy old friends there ſhall greet thee, 
Glad at their own home now to meet thee, 
All thy good Works which went before 
- And waited for thee at the Door 
Shall own thee there ; and all n one 
Weave a Conſtellation 
Of Crowns, with which the King thy ſpouſe, 
Shall build vp thy triumphant Brows . 
* FER, F 


" 


All 
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All thy old Woes ſhall now ſmile on thee, 

And thy hou ſet bright upon thee : ? h 

All thy forrows here ſhall ſhine, T. 
e 
| 


And thy ſufferings be Divine. 
Tears ſhallcake Comfort, and turn Gems 


; » 
And wrongs repent to Diadems, 


Even thy deaths ſhall live, and new | 

Dreſs the ſoul, which late they ſlew. | 4 
Thy wounds ſhall bloſh to ſuch bright ſcarrs, 4 
As keep account of the Lambs wars. 


Thoſe rare Works, where thou ſhalt leave Writ, 
Loves Noble Hiſtory, with, Wit 
Taught thee by none but him, while here 
They feed our' ſouls, ſhall cloath thine there, 
Exch Heavenly Word, by whoſe hid flame 
Our hard hearcs ſhall ſtrike fire, the ſame 
Shill Aouriſh on thy Brows, and be 

Both Fire to us, and Flame to thee : 

W hoſe Light ſhall live bright, in thy face 

By Glory, in our Hearts by Grace. 


# 


Eric 


Thou ſhalt look round 2bour, and ſee 

I houſands of crown'd Souls, throng to be : 
Themſelves thy Crown, Sons of chy Nows : j 
The Virgin Births with which thy Spouſe P VN 
Made fruitful chy fair ſoul ;, Go now 
And with them all about thee, bow Df | 
To him, put on (hel ſay ) put on Thr 
My Roſy Love, that thy rich Zone, 

Sparkling with the \ cred Flames, 


Of thouſand ſouls whoſe happy names, 
Heaven keeps upon thy ſcore, thy brighr 
Lite, brought them firſt to kiſs the Light, 


; 
1 - 


UB 
; abid it Mighty Love, let no fond hate 
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hat kindled them to ſtarrs, and fo b 
hou with the Lamb thy Lord ſhall't goe. 


id where ſo er he ſits, his white 


reps walk with him thoſe ways of Light. 


hich who in death would live to ſee, 
iſt learn in life to dye like thee. 


——— 


An Apology for the precedent Hymn, as ha- 
vine been writ when the Author 
was yet a Proteſtazt, 


Hos have I back again to thy bright name, 
Fair ſea of Holy tires, transfus'd the Flame 
took from reading thee, *ris to thy wrong 


know that in my weak and worthleſs ſong 


hou here art ſer to ſhine, where thy full day 


Farce dawns, O pardon, ifI dare to ſay 

Whine own dear Books are guilty, for from thence 
"Bf Learnt to know that Love is Eloquence : 

What Heavenly Maxim gave me heart to 

FW what to other Tongues is Tun'd fo high 


by praiſe might not ſpeak Eng too, forbid 
all chy Myſteries that there lye hid; ) 


Ni Names and Wordsſo far prejudicate , 


Fouls are not Spaniards too, one friendly Flood 
WW! Baptiſme, blends them all into one Blood. 
Fiſts Faith makes but one body ofall fouls, 


d loves that Bodies Soul ; no Law controuls 


AWurfree Trafick, for Heavenwe may maintain 


e ſure with Piety, though it dwell iti Spain. 


4 What Soul ſoever in any Language can 


xak Heay'n like hers, is my Souls countrey-man. _ 
wY Th 
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O 'Tis not Spaniſh, but tis Heaven ſhe ſpeaks, i: : "A 
'Tis Heaven chat lies in Ambuſh there, and breaks 
From thence into the -wondring Readers Brelty,/iu:, 
Who fnds hiswarm heart batch into a neſt 
Of litcle Fagles,and young Loves, whoſe high 
Flights ſcorn the Lazie Duſt, and things that dye. | 1; 
T here are envw whoſe Draughts as deep as Hel! 
Drink up all Spaiz in Sack, let my Soul ſwell | 
With thee.itrong "Wine of Love; let others fivim | 
In puddles, we will pledge 'this Seraphim 
Bowls full of richer Blood then bluſhof Grape 
Wasever guilty of, change we our ſhape, " | 
My ſoul, fome drink from Men. to Beaſts ; Otheh,"l , 
Drink we till we prove more, not leſs then Men :7 | , 
And turn not Beaits, but Angels: Let the Wrg, .. ll ( 
Me ever into theſe his Cellzrs bring ; OF 
/ 
1 
I 
P 


Where flows ſuch Wine as we can have of none. .. 
But him who trode the. Wine-preſs.allalone 51:1 | +17 
Wine of Youths life, and the ſweet.deaths of Love; 
Wine of immortal mixture, which can prove 4 
Its TinQure-from the Roſie NeRir, Wine 'g 
That can exalt weak Earth, and ſo refine | 
Our Duft, that in one Draught, Morality 
May drink it ſeIfup, and forget 'to dye. 


— 


On aT, reatiſc of Charity, 


Iſe then, immortal Maid! Relrgionriſe'! 
Put en tbyſelt in thine own looks : © our Eye 
Be what thy Beauties, not our blots, have made theey 
Such as. (.e'r our dark fins 80 Duft berray'd thee) 3 
Heay'n fer thee down new dreſt, when thy brighc Bug 
Shot thee like Lightning to th* aſtonifht Karth. 2 


Ty 
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From thi dawn of thy fair Eye: lids wipe away 
Dull Miſts and melancholfy Clonds: take day 
And thine 6wn Beams abour thee : brim: the beſt 
Of whatſoe*c perfum'd thy Paſters N 

Girt all thy Glories to thee ; then fir J6wh 

Open this Book," fair Oleen, and take thy Crown, 
Theſe learned Teaves hall vindicate ro thee 

Thy Holieſt, HumbleſtHqndmaid, Charity ; 
She' dreſs thee like thy ffi" ſer rhee on high | 
Where thoti ſilt reach afſheatts, cbthihand each Eye. 
Lo where I ſee thy offrings wake, 4nd Yiſe 

From the pale Dtft of 'thatftrange Sacrifice 
& which chey themſelves Were ;' each one putting on | * 
1 ar: 9d ar m a beſeem thy Throne. C 
| The Holy Youth of Heay* n'whoſe Gol ft Rikos' 
"NF Girr Fool thy awful 'Altars with bright wings 

"F Fanning thy fair Locks (which the World behteves* * 
4» 4s much as ſees ) ſhall with theſe facred Leaves* © > 
Wl Trick their tall Plumes, and in that garb ſhall £0 
i} Ifnor more glorious, more conſpicuous tho. 
Be it enactedthen 
By the fair Laws of thy firm-pointed Pen, 

Gods ſervices no longerſhall put on” 

"4 flattiSneſs, for pure Relign : Py 7 
& No longer ſh-1l our Churches frighted flones bt 
2 Lie ſcatter'd like the Burnt aud Martyr'd bones 

"£ Ofd:ad Devotion, nor faint Marbles weep 

Intheir fad Ruines : nor Religion keep 

JF A melancho!ly Manſion in thoſe cold 

Urns; Like Gods SanRuaries they lookr of old ; 
, Now ſeem they Temples conſecrate to noze, 

"vx Or to a zew. God Deſolation, 
© Nomore the Hypocrite ſhall th* »prighe be 

hs Becauſe he's ſtiff,” and will confeſs no Knee ; T: 
k "F-3 While 


3 
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While others bend their Knee, no more ſhalt.thoy? 

(Diſdainful Duſt and Aſhes ) bend thy Brow; + | 

Nor on Gods Altar caſt :wo ſcorching Eyes 

Bak* in hot ſcorn, for a burnt Sacrifice : 

But ( fora Lemb.) thy tame and tender Heart 

New ſtruck by Love, ſtill trembling on his Dart ; 

Or (for two T #rtle Doves ) it ſhall ſuffice 

To bring a pair of meek and humble Eyes 

This ſhall from henceforth be the Maſculine Theme 

Pulpits and Pens ſhall ſweat in , to redeem ; 

Vertue to Action, that Life-feeding flame | 

That keeps Religion warm - not ſwell « xame 

Of faith, a Mountain word, made up of Air, ] 

With thoſe dear ſpoils that wont to dreſs the Fair 

And fruitful Charities full Breaſts ( of old ) 

Turning her out to tremblein the cold. 18 
4 


W hat can the Poor hope from us? when we be 
Uncharitable ey'n to Charity. | 


s 

4 

= & 
I. 


—————_— 


On the Glorious Aſſumption of the _ 
Bleſſcd Virgin. 1 


| © fir ſhe is call*d, the parting hour is come, _ : 
take thy farwel poor world, heaven muſt go hom 
A piece of Heayenly Light purer and brighter h 
Then the chaſt ſtars whoſe choice Lamps come to ligl 
While through the Chriſtal Orbs clearer then they . 
She climbs and makes a far more Milky way ; 
She's call'd again, hark how th' immortal Dove 
Sighs to his Silver Mate : riſe up my Love, 

Riſe up my fair, my ſpotleſs one, 

The Winter's paſt, the Rain is gone : 


3 Yerſhallour Lips never let go 


y Steps -to the Temple. 


The Springis come, the Flowers appear, 
No Sweets, fince thouart wanting here, 


/L 


Come away my Love, 
Comeaway my Dove , 
caſt off delay : 
The Court of Heav'nis come, 
To wait upon thee home ; 
-Come away, come away, 


She's cal'd again, and will ſhe goe, 
When Heayen bids come, who can ſay no? 
Heav'n calls her, and ſhe muſt away, 
Heaven will not, and ſhecinnor ſtay, 
Goe then, go ( Glorious ) on the Golden wings 
Of the bright youth of Heay'n, that. ſings 
Under ſo ſweet a burden : go, 
Since thy gre\t Son will have it ſo : 
And while chon go'ſt , our ſong and we, 
Will as we may reach after thee. 
Hail Holy Queen of humble Hearts,. . 
We in thy praiſe will have our parts; 
And though thy deareſt looks muſt now be light 
Tonone but the bleſt Heavens, whoſe brighc 
Beholders loſt in feet delight 
"ha ever their fair fight 
th thoſe Divineſt Eyes, which we 
And our dark World no. more ſhall ſee. 
Though our poor joys. are parted fo, 


Thy Gracious Name, but to the laſt, 
Our loving Song ſhall hold it faſt. 


Thy ſacred Name ſhall be 
Thy ſelf to us, and we | 
F...- VU i. 
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With Holy cares will keep it by us, 
We co the laſt 
Will hold it faſt; 
And no Afſumptiyn ſhall denys us. 
» All the ſweeteſt Showers, 
Of our faireſt Flowers © | 
'W1ll we {ſtrow uponit : 
Though our ſweetneſs cannot make 
It ſweeter, they may take, 
F hemſclves new ſweetneſs from it. 


339 
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Afaris, Menand Angels ſing, 
Maria Niother of our King, . | 
Liverareſt Princeſs, and may the bri he q 
Crown of a moſt incomparable Lighc 
Embrace thy radiant Brows, O may the beft _. .... 
Of everlaſting joys bath thy white Breſt. .: :.. 1 
Live our chaſte Love, the Holy Mirth _ : a 11 
Of Heaven, and Humble Pride of Earth : 0H " 
Live Crown of Women, Queen of Met. ; FW [ oe 
Live Miſtreſsof our Song, and when _ ;_ © 1 

Our weak deſires have done their belt, - Wo 
Sweet Angels come, and fi ngthe reſt, 1-4 


| 


m_y hat NS net. 4 | 4 
—— 


An Hymn on the Circumciſion of 
OUT Lord, 4. Y 


7 le thou beſt and brighteſt morning, + ol 

R Roſie with a double Red , '" 

With thine own Bluſh thy Cheeks adorning, 
Andthedear Drops this day were ſhed, 


©a 
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All the Purple ptide of La Ts TW 
hy 


The crimſon Curtains © 
Guild thee not with fo ſweet. Grad 
Nor ſets thee i in ſo rich a-Red. 


Of all the fair Cheekt-Flowers that fill Rd: 
None ſo fair thy Bofom ſtrows , 

As this modeſt Maiden Lilly 
Our Sins have ſham'd | into a Roſe, 


Bid the Golden God the Sun, 
Burniſht, in bis Glorious Bears 


Put all his Red eyed Rubies on, 


Theſe Rubies ſhall pur out his eyes. 


Let him make poor the Purple E aft, 
Rob the rich Store her Cabinets keep, . 
The pure birth of each ſparkling neſt -, 
That flaming in their fair Bed ſleep... 


Let him embrace his. own Hrloke Tielſes 


With a new morning made of Gems; 
And wear in them his wealthy dreſſes,.., 
Another day of Diadems. 


When he hath done all he may, 
To make himſelf Rich in his riſe, 
All will be darkneſs, to the day 
That breaks from one of Ke Fair EYES. 


' And ſogn the ſweet Truth ſhall appear, 


Dear Babe e'r many days be done : 
The Moon ſhall come to meet thee here, 
And leave the long adored Sun, 


/ Y 


- 


— 


TT 734 - Steps tothe Temple. 

* "Thy Nobler Beauty ſhallbereaye him, 
Of all his Eaſtern Paramours ; 

dis Perſian Loyers all ſhall leave him, 

And ſwear Faith to thy ſweeter powers, 


Nor while they leave him ſhall they loſe the Sun, | $ 
But in thy faireſt Eyes find ewo for one. 


——_— Rs 


On Hope. 


By way of 2ucſtion and Anſwer, between 
A, Cowley and R, Craſhaws f 
Cowley. 
Ht: whoſe weak being ruin'd is | 
Alike, 'if it fucceed, andifir mils, * 8 
Whom 11! and-Good doth equally confound, | 
And both the horns of Fates dilemma wound. 
Vain ſhadow ! that doth vaniſh quite 
Both at fullNoon, and perfe& Night. 
The Fates have not a poſſibility = K 
Of Bleſſing thee, | ( 
Tf things then from their ends.we happy call, i, 


"Tis Hopeis the moſt hopeleſs thing of all, 
Craſhaw. 


Dear Hope ! Earth's Dowry, and Heaven's Debt, | 
The Entity of*things. that are not yet. | 8 
Subr'leſt, but ſureſt Being ! Thou by whom 

' Our Nothing hath a Definition. " 
- , al ' 


( 
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Fair cloud of Fire, both Shade and Light, | 
Our Life in Death, our Day in Night. 

Fates cannot find out a capacity 
Of hurting thee, 
from thee their thian Dilemma with blunt Horn 
Shrinks, like the ſick Moon at the wholſome morn, 


Cowley, 


- Hope, thou bold taſter of Delight, 
Who, inſtead of doing ſo, deyour'lt it quite. 
Thou bring'ſt us an Eſtate, yet leav'ſt us poor, 
By clogging it with Legacies before. 
The joys which we intire ſhould wed, 
Come deflour'd Virgins to our Bed: 
Good Forrunes without Gain imported be, 
So mighty Cuſtome's paid to thee. 
For Joy, like Wine kept cloſe, doth better taſte ; 
Tf it take. Air before its. ſpirits waſte. 


Craſhaw. 


Thou art Loves Legacy under Lock 
Of Faith : the Steward of our growing ſeck, 
Our Crown-Lands lie above, yet each Meal brings 
A ſeemly Portion for the Sons of Kings, 

Nor will the Virgin-joys we uo 

Come leſs unbroken to our Fed, 

Becauſe that from the Bridal Cheek of Bliſs, 

T hou thus ſteal'ſt down a diſtant Kiſs; 

Hopes chaſte Kiſs wrongs no more joys Maidenhead, 
Then Spouſal Rites prejudge the Marriage-bed. 


Cowley. 


"- 
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_ ” Cowley. YN 
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Hope, Fortunes.cheating Lottery, D 
Where for one Prize an hundred Blanks there be, 
Fond Archer Hope, who tak'ſt thine aim fo farre; | 
F hat till, or ſhort or wide, thine Arrows are. 

Thine empty Cloud the Eye it ſelf deceives 

With ſhapes that qur own Fancy gives : 

A Cloud, which Gilt and [Painted now appears, 

But muſt drop preſentlyin-Tears. 


When thy falke Beans o'r Reaſons light prevail, : 
By ignes fats, not North Stats we fail. | 
Craſhaw,”. b i | 
Fair Hope ; our earlier Heaven by thee 
Youngs Time is taſter to Eternity. "1. 
The generous Wine with Age grows ſtrong,not ſoweh, ! 
Nor need we kill thy Fruit to ſmell thy Flower, 
T hy Golden Head never hangs down, 
Till in the Lap of Loves full noon 
It falls and dyes':: oh no, it melts away, ; 
. . As doth the dawn intothe day : | 
| As fumps of Sugar loſe themſelves, and twine j 1 
2 Their fubcle Efſence with the ſoul of Wine, | 
Cowley. bs 
Brother of Fear! more piily clad, 
The merrier fool o'th* two, yet quite as mad, b- 1 
Sire of Repentance ! Shield of fond deſire, 0 


That blows the Chymicks, and the Lovers fire, 
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Still leading them inſenſibly on, 

With the ſtrange Witchcraft of Anon: 

Bythee the one doth changing Nature through 
Her endleſs Labyrinths purſue, 

| And? other chaſes woman, while ſhe goes 

'F More ways, and turns, then hunted Nature knows. 


Crafhav. 


' Fortune alas above the Worlds Law wars » 
Hope kicks the curl'd Heads of conſpiring Stars, 
1} Her Keel cuts not the Waves, where our winds ſtirre, 
"| And F-te's whole Lottery is one blank to her, 
| Her ſhafts and ſhe fly farre above, 
And forrsge inthe Fields of Light, and Love. 
Sweet Hope ! kind Cheat | fair Fallacy ! by thee 
| We are not where, or what we be, 
+} But whar, and where we would : thus art thou 
Y Our «bſent preſence, and our future now. 


Craſhaw; 


Faith's Siſter ? Nurſe of fair deſire / 
1K Fears Antidote! a wiſe, and well ſtay'd fire 
E Temper'd 'twixt cold deſpair and torrid joy : 
Queen Regent in young Loves Minority. 
El Though the vext Chymick vainly chaſes 
His fugitve Gold through all her faces, 
And loves more fierce, more fruitleſs fires aſlay 
One Face more fugitive then all rhey, 
True Hepe's a glorious Huntreſs, and her chaſe 
The Godof Nature in the Field of Grace, 
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Other Poems written on ſeveral 


OCCajions. 
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By Ricuapr Crag navy, 
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Muſick's Dael. 


| ; Of Tiber, on the Scene of a green Plat, 
Fader proteRtion ofan Oak, there fate 
"YA fiveet Lutes-Maſter ; in whoſe gentle Airs 
Jie loſt the Days heat, and his own hot cares. 


"BW The ſweet Inhabitant of each glad Tree, 
"Jſheir Muſe, their $yres, harmleſs Syrex ſhe ) 
Ylhere ſtood ſhe liltming and did entertain 
Yibe Muſick's ſoft report : and mold the ſame 
 Fnber own Murmures, that what ever mood 
J#s curious fingers lent, ber voice made good : 


» - 


Cloſe inthe covert of the Leaves there ſtood _ 
YR NiShtingale come from the Neighbouring Wood ; 


—— 


NT Ow 77+/ ward Sol bad ſpent the richeſt Beams | 
; Of Noons high Glory, when hard by the ſtreams 


Th 
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The man perceiv'd his Rival, and her Arrt, 

Diſpos'd to give the Light-foot Lady ſport 

Awikes his Lute, and 'gainſt the Fight to come 

Informs ir, in a ſweet Preludinm 

Of cloſer (trains, and e&'r the War begin, 

He lightly skirmiſhes on every firing 

Charg'd wich a flying couch ; and ſtreight way ſhe : 

Carvyes. out her diiaty voice as readily, | 

Into a thouſand ſweet diſtinguiſh'd | ones, 

And reckons up in ſoft diviſions 

Quick Volues of wild Notes ; to let him know 

By chac ſhrill-T aſte, ſhe could do fomething roo, +» 
His nimble hands inſtinR then taught each ſtring! 

A cap'ring chearfulneſs; and made them fing 1 

To their own dance; now negligently raſh 

He throws his Arm and with a long drawn daſh _.. 

Blends all roge:her, then diſtincly trips 3 

From this'to that, then quick returning skips 

And ſnatches this again, and paules there. 

She meaſures every Meaſure, every where 

Meets Art with Art, ſometimes as if in doubt 

Nor perfe yer, and fearing to be our, 

Trails her plain Ditty in one long ſpun Note, 

Through the fleck paſſige of her open Throat : 

A clear unwrinkled tong, then doth ſhe point ir 

With tender Accents, and feverely joynt ic 

By ſhort dimunitives, that being rear'd 

Incontroverting warbles evenly ſhar'd, 

With her fweer ſelf ſhe wrangles ; he amaz'd 

That from fo ſmzll a Channel ſhou'd be rais'd 

T he Torrent of a voice, whoſe melody 

Could melt into fuch ſweer variety, 

Strains higher yer , that rickled with rare Art | 

The [atling ſtrings ( each breaching in his part) 4 

| ly 
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Moſt kindly do fall out, the grumbling Baſe ” 
Fjn furly Groans diſdains the Trebles Grace ; | 
1 The high-perch*t Treble chirps at this, and ehides, 
Hllacil his Finger ( Moderatour.) hides 
Fad cloſes the ſweer quarrel, rouſing all | 

Hoafſe, ſhrill. at once, as when the Trumpets call 
Eyot Mars :0 th' Harveſt of Deaths Field, and woo 

Mens hearts into their hands ; this Leſſon too 

the gives him back, her ſapple Breſt thrills out 
Whharp Airs, and ſtaggers in a warbling doubt 
Hof dallying ſweerrets, hovers o'r ber skill, 
And folds in wav'd Notes with a trembling Bill, 

he plyant Series of her ſlippery Song, 

When ſtarcs ſhe ſuddenly into a Throng | 
Wof ſhort chick ſobs, whoſe rhundring Volleys float, 
BAndroul chemtelves over her Lubrick Throat 
MWopanting Murmurs, ſtill'd our of her Breaſt 
What ever-bubling Spring, the ſugred Neſt 

her delicious ſoul, rhac there does lye 
Wathing in ſtreams of liquid Melodie ; 
Iuſicks belt Seed-plor, when in ripen'd Airs 

Golden-headed Harveſt fairly rears 


” 


Wis Honey-dropping tops, plow'd by her Breatli 
WVhich there reciprocally laboureth. 
Withat ſweer ſoylic feems a Holy Wire 
Founded to th' Nime of great Apolls's Lyre ; 
boſe Silver-roof rings wich the fprightly Notes 
WV! lweet-Lip'd Angel-Imps, that ſwill cheir Throars 
Wo Creamot morning Helicon, and then 
Wieferr ſoft Anthems to the Ears of Men, + 
F'9 woo chem from their Beds, ſtill murmuring 
What Men can ſleep while they their Matters ling * 
-©\'Volt Divine Service ) whoſe ſo early lay 

f events the Bye-lids of the bluſhing day. 
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There might you hear her kindle her ſoft yoice, 
In the cloſe murmur of a ſparkling noiſe , 
And lay the ground-work of her hopetul ſong, 
Still keeping in the forward Stream, ſo long 
Till a ſweet whirlwind ( ſtriving to get out ) 
Heaves ber ſoft Bofome, wanders round about, 
And miikes a pretty Earchquake | in her Breſt, 
Till the fledg'd Notes at length iorſake their Net, 
Flucteri: gin wanton ſhox ls, and co the Sky 
Wing'd with their own wild Eccho's pratling fly. 
She opes the Floodgate, and lets looſe a Tide 
Of ſtreaming Sweerneſs which in State doth ride 
On the way'd back of every {welling ſtrain, 
Riſing and ialling in a pompous Train : 
And while ſhe thus diſcharges a ſhrill Peal 
Of flaſhing Airs , ſhe qualifies their Zeal 
With the cool F pode ot a Sraver Noar 
Thus high, rhus low, as it her Silver Throat 
Would reach the Brazen voice of Wars hoarſe Birdy 
Her little ſoul is raviſht : and fo pour'd 
Into looſe exraſtes, that ſhe is plac't 
Above her ſelf, Muſicks Enthuſiaſt, 
Shame now and Anger mixta doudle ſtain 
In the Muſicians face; yet once ag1in 
( Miſtre's ) Icome; now re: cha ſtrain my Lute | 
Above her mock, Or be for ever mute. 
Or Tune a Sons of victory to me 
Or to thy (clf ling thine own Obſequie ; 
So (1id, his hands ſprightly as Fire he flings, 
And w.th a qurvering coynels taſts the itrings : ; 
The ſweer-Lip'd Siſters Mulicaliy frighted, 
Sinvipg their fe irs, are te -artnlly delighred's 
Tre mbling : 's when Apollo's Golden Hairs 
Are taw'dand itizled an the wanton Airs 
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Of his own Breath, which married to his lyre (higher; 
Doth Tune the Sphears and make Heavens felf look 
From this to that, from that to this he flies, 
Feels Mulſicks pulſe in all her Arteries, 
Caught in a Net which there Ape/lo ſpre:ds, 
His Fingers ſtruggle: with the vacal '] hreads, 
Following thoſe lictle Rills, he links into 
ASexrof Helicon ;' his: Hand does'go 

J Thoſe p:rts of ſweetneſs which with Near d op, 
Softer then that which pants in Hebe's Cup : 
The humourous {trings expound his Learned touch 
El By various Glofles , now they ſeem ro gru:ch, 
Andmurmure in a buzzing dinne, then pingle 
In ſhrill-rongu'd Accents, ſtriving to be ſingle, 

K Every ſmooth turn, every delicious ſtroke 

Þ Gives life to ſome new Grace, thus doth h* invoke 
 Sweerneſs by all her Names, chus, bravely thus 
TY (Frzvght with a Fury ſo harmonious ) 


© The Lutes light Gezizs now does proudly riſe, 


© Reav'd on the ſurges of ſwoln Rapfodies, 
Whoſe flonriſh ( Meteor-lyke ) doth curle the Air 
2 With aſh of hjgh-born Fancies here and there 

Y Dancing in lofty meaſures, and anon 
"I Creeps onthe ſotr rouch of a tender tone, _ 

"E Vhoſe trembling Murmurs melting in wilde Airs 
YRunsto and fro, complaining his ſweet Cares; 
YPbccauſe thoſe precious myſteries thar dwell 
$10 Muſick's raviſh't ſoul he dare not rel], 
WPÞut whisper to the World : thus do they vary, 
FWEzch tring his Note, as if they meant co carry _ 

Y [heir Maſters bleſt ſoul, ( ſaxrcht out at his Ears 
2 aftrong Extaſy) chrough all the Sphears _ 

Of Muſicks Heaven; and ſeacit there on high 

| nth” Empyjrenm 0 pure Harmony: | 
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Atlength ( after ſo long, ſo loud a ſtrife 


Of all the ftrings, till breathing the bet life LF 
Ot bleſt variety attending on = 3» 
His Fingers faireſt Revolution, i % 
In many a ſweet Riſe, many as ſweet a fall ) SN 
A full-month'd Diapaſon ſwallows all.  K: 
This done, he liſts what ſhe would ſay to this, NT 
And ſhe, although her Breath's late exerciſe BN 
Had dealttoo rouphly with her tender Throat, I Y, 
Yet ſummons all her ſweet powers for a Note; WI 
Alas! in vain ! for while ( ſweet ſoul ) ſhe tries ly 
To meaſure all thoſe wild diverhities, = JF 
Of charrring ſtrings, by the ſmall ſize of one BN 
Poor Hhmple voice, rais'din a Natural Tone; A 
She fails, and failing grieves, and grieving dies; FT 
She dies, and leaves her life the ViRor's prize, Y by 
F: ling upon his lute; O fit. to have IB 
« That liv'd fo fiveetly ) dead, ſo ſweet a Grave / 4 A 
Fe 

—_ I Eh ET _ : 
WH 

Upon the Death of 4 Gentleman. - 


F Aithleſs and fond Mortality, 
Who will ever credit thee ? " 
Fond and faithleſs thing ! that thus, 
In our be{t hopes beguileſt us 
What a reckoning halt thou made, 
Of che hopes in him we laid? 

For Life by Volumes lengthened, 
Aline or two, to ſpeak him dead, 4 
For the Laurelin his verſe, 1 
The ſullen Cy preſſe o'r his Herſe, 4 
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"Þ for a filver-crowned Head, 
FA durty Pillow in Death's Bed. 

for ſo dear, fo deepa Trult, 

F $ad requita), thus much Duſt ! 

'& Now though the blow that ſnatcht him hence, 
2 Stopt the Mouth of Eloquence, 

T Though ſhe be dumb e*r ſince his Death, 

El Not us'd to ſpeak butin bis Breath ; 
"Ml Yetif at leaſt ſhe not denies, 

© The fad Language of our Eyes, 

"Y Weare contented : for then this 

*F Languzge none more fluent 1s. 

Nothing ſpeaks our Grief fo well 

As to ſpeak nothing : Come then te'l 
Thy mind in "Tears who e'r thou be, 

"Y Thatow'ſt a Name to Miſery : 
Eyes are Vocal, Tears have Tongues, 
TY And there be words not made with Lungs ; 
Fi 5ententious ſhowers, O ler them fall, 
2 Their cadence is Rhetorical. 
Where's a Theme will drink th* expence 
Of all chy watry Eloquence ; 
"YE Weep then, onely be expreſt 
FJ Thus much, Fes Dead, and Weep the reſt, 


OTC 
h.— — <— P—_— ———  --—— —— — 


Hpon the Death of Mr. Hertys, 


. Plant of Noble ſtemme, forward and fair, 
YL As ever whisper'd co the Morning -ir, | 
7 bciv'd incheſe happy Grounds, the Earths jalt pride, 
EWboſe rifing Glories made ſuch haiteto hide 
ll -:- G4 His 
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His Head in Clonds, as if in him alone 
Impatient Nature had taught Motion 
To ſtart from Time, and cheartully to fly 
Before, and ſeize upon Maturity : 
1 hus grew this gracious Plant, in whoſe ſweet ſhade, 
The Sun himſelt oft wiſht to lit, and made ; 
The morning Muſes perch like Birds, and fi Ing 

Among his Branches , yea, and vow'd to bring 

His own delicious Pheenix from the Bleſt 

Arabia, there to build her Virgin Neſt 
To hatch her ſelf | in, 'mongſt his Leaves : the Day: 
Freſh from the Roſie Eaſt re joyc't-to play, 
To them ſhe gave the firſt K6 faireſt Beam 

That waited on her Birth, ſhe gave to them | 
The ok Pearls, that wept her Evening Death, NF | 
11 he balmy Zephirns got fo ſweet a Breath IK 
By often kifling them, and now begun b | 
Glad time t0 ripen expeRation : KH 
The timerous Maiden-Bloſſomes on each Bough,-2Þ ' 
Peeprt forth from their firſt bluſhes : ſo that now 4 

A Thouſand ruddy hopes ſmil'd in each Bud, = 
And flatter*d every greedy Eye that ſtood. bl 
Fixt in Delight, as if already there 

'T hoſe rare Fruits dangled, whence the Ge 
His Crown expected, when (O Fate, O fla 
'T bat ſeldom lett'ſt a bluſhing youthful Prime = 
Hide his hot Beams in ſhade of (ilver Age ; 

So rare 1s hoary vertpe ) the dire Rage 

Of 2 md torm theſe bloomy joyes all tore, 
Raviſht the Maiden B'ofſomes, and down bore 
The Trunk, yer in this Ground his precious R 

£tilijives, which when weak Time fhall be pour tf 

Into Eternity, and circular joys 
Danceinan endleſs round, again ſhall riſe 
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"© The fair Son of an ever-youthful Spring, 
To be a ſhade for Angels while they ſing, 
Mean while, who e'r thou art that paſſeſt here, 
Odo thou water it with one kind Tear. 


' ES OE De HENS bo 


— 


lpon the Death of the moſt deſired Mr, Herrys, 


Eath, what doſt> O hold thy blow, 
What thou doſt thou doſt not know, 
Death thou muſt not here be cruel, 
This is Natures choiceſt Jewel. 
-E This ishein whoſe rare frame, 
"F Nature labour'd for a Name; 
'f And meant to. leave his precious Feature, 
"F. The pattern ofa perfe& Creature, 
Joy of Goodneſs, Love-of Arr, 
Vertue wears him next her Heart : 
F Him the Muſes love to follow, 
"F Him they call their Vice-Apolho 
"| poll Golden though thou be, 
" Tt artnot fairer then is he. 
Nor more lovely lift'ſt thy head, 
Bluſhing from thine Eaſtern Bed, 
The Glories of thy Youth ne'r kriew 
Brighter hopes: then he can ſhew; ' 
Why then ſhould it e'r be ſeen, 
That bis ſhould Fade while thine is Green 2 
And wile Thou, ( Ocruelboaſt! ) 
Put poor Nature to ſuch coſt? 
at O *rwill undoe our common Mother, 
* To be at charge of ſuch another : 
" What? think we tono other end, 
Gracious Heavens do- uſe to ſend. 


Farth 


Earth her beſt perfeRion, 

But to vaniſh and be gone? 
Therefore only give to day, 

To morrow to be ſnatcht away ? 

I 'veſeen indeed the hopeful Bud, 
Of aruddy. Roſe that ood 
Bluſhing to behold: the Ray 

Of the new ſaluted Day, 

(His tender Top not fully ſpread ) 
The ſweet daſh of a ſhower now fhed, 
Invired him no more to hide 
Within himſelf the Purple pride 

Of his forward Flower, when lo, 
While he ſweetly *gan to ſhow 

His ſwelling Glories, After ſpide him, 
Cruel A#fer thither hy d him, 

And with the ruſh of one rude blaſt, 
Sham'd not ſpiceſully to waſt 

All his Leaves, fo freſh, ſo ſweet, 
And lay them trembling at his feet, 
I've ſeen the Mornings lovely Ray, 
Hover o'r the new-born Day, 

Wick Roſie wings ſo richly Bright, 
As if he ſcorn'd to think of Night, 
When a ruddy ſtorm whoſe ſcoul 
Made Heavens radiant face look foul , 
Call'd for an untimely Night, 

To blot the newly bloſſom'd Light. 
But were the Roſes bluſh ſo rare, 
Were the Mornings ſmile ſo fair 
As is he, nor Cloyd nor Wind 


But would be courteous, would: be kind. 


Spare him, Death, Q ſpare him then, 
Spare the ſweeteſt among men : 
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Let not pitty with her Tears, | 
Keep ſuch diſtance from thine Ears, 
Bur O chou wilt not, canit not ſpare, 
Hatte hath never time to hear ; 
Therefore it he needs muſt go, 

And the Fates will have it ſo, 

Softly may he be p»ſſeſt, 

Of his monumental Reſt, | 
Safe, thou dark home of the dead, 
Gife O hide his loved head, 

For Picties ſake O hide him quite, 
From his 'Mother Natures 6ght ; 

I Left, for the Grief his loſs may moye, 
'& All her Births Abortive prove. 


— 
Pn 


Another, 


|þ ever Pitty were acquainted 

With ſterne Death, it ere he fainted, 
Or forgot the cruel| vigor, 

Of an Adamantine rigour, 

Here, o here we ſhould bave known it, 
Here or no where he'd have ſhownit. 
For he whoſe pretious memory, 

Bathes intears of every eye : 

Heto whom our forrew brings 

Allthe ſtreams of all her ſprings, 

$ Was fo rich in Grace and Nature, 

In allthe gifts that bleſs a Creature, 
The freſh hopes of his lovely Youth 
Houriſhr in ſo fair a grouth. 

$0 ſweet the Temple was, that ſhrin'd 
The Sacred ſweetneſs of his ming. 
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That could the Fates know to relent ; 
Could they know what Mercy meant ? 

Or had ever learnt to bear, 

The ſoft TinAure of a Tear ? 

Tears would now haye flow'd ſo deep, 
As might have taught Grief how to weep : 
Now all their ſteely Operation, 

Would quite have loſt the cruel faſhion : 
Sickneſs would have pladly been, 

Sick himſelf to have fav'd him : 

And his Feaver wiſhtto prove 

Burning onely in his Love; 

Him when wrath it ſelf had ſeen, 

Wrath its ſelf had loſt his ſpleen, 

Grim deſtruction here amaz'd, 

In ſtead of ſtriking would have gaz'd; 
Even the Iron-pointed Pen, 

That notes the Tragick Dooms of men | | 
Wert with Tears ſtill'd from the Eyes, i: 
Of the flinty Deſtinies, | 
Would have learnt a ſofter ſtyle, | 
And have been afham'd to, ſpoile |S 
His Lives ſweet ftory, by the haſt, | 
Of a cruel ſtop ill plac't. 

In the dark Volume of our Fate, 

Whence each Leaf of Life hath Date, 

Where in ſad particulars, 

The total ſum of Man appears 

And the ſhort clauſe of Mortal Breath, 
Bound in the period of Death : 

Inall the Book if any where 

Snch a | erm asthis, ſpare heye, | 

Could have been found, 'twould have been read, 
Writ in white Letters or his head s 3 


Ot 
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Or doſe unto his name annext, 

7 he fair gloſs of a fairer Text. 

In brief, if any one were free, 

He was that one, and onely he. 
Bur he alas ! even he is dead 

And our hopes fair Harveſt ſpread 

Inthe Duſt; Pity now ſpend 

All the Tears that Grief can lend : 

Sad Mortality may hide, 

In bis Aſhesall her pride , 

With this Inſcription o'r his head, 

All hope of never dying here lies dead. 


His Epitaph, 


Paſſenger who e*r thou art, 
Stay a while and let thy Heart 
"F Take acquaintance of 'this ſtone, 

Before thou paſleſt further on; 
'Y This ſtone will tell thee that beneath, 
F Ientomb'd the Crime of Death ; 
The ripe endowments of whoſe mind, 
Left his years ſo much behind, 
That numbring of his Vertues Praiſe, . 
Death loſt the reckoning of his Days ; 
And believing what they told, 
Imagin'd him exceeding old , 
In him perfeRion did ſet forth, 
The ſtrength of her United worth ; 
Him his wiſdomes pregnant growth 
Made fo Reverend, even in Youth, 
That inthe Center of his Breſt 
( Sweet as is the Phenix Neſt ) | 
Q Every 
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Every reconciled Grace 

Had their general meeting place ; 

In him goodneſs joy'd to fee 

Learning learn Humility ; | 

The ſplendor of his Birth and Blood, 

Was but the Gloſs of his own Good, 

The flouriſh of his ſober Youth 

Was the pride of Naked Truth : 

In compoſure of his Face 

Liv'd a fair, but Manly Grace; 

His Mouth was Rhetorick's beſt Mold, 

His Tongue the Touchſtone of her Gold ; 

What Word ſoe'r bis Breath kept warm, 

Was no Word now bur a Charm : 

For all perſuaſive Graces thence 

Suckt their ſweeteſt Influence , 

His Vertue that within had root, 

Could not chooſe but ſhine withour ; 

And th* Heart-bred Luſtre of his worch, 

Ateach corner pceping forth, 

Pointed him out in all his ways, 

Circled round in his own Rays : 

Thar to his ſweetneſs all mens Eyes 

Were yow'd Loves flaming Sacrifice. 
Him while freſh and fragrant Time 

Cheriſht in his Golden Prime, 

Ere Hebe's Hand had overlaid 


- His ſmooth Cheeks with a Downy ſhide 


The ruſh of Deaths unruly Wave, 

Swept him off into his Grave. | 
Enough, now ( if thou canſt ) paſs on, 

For now ( alas ) not in this ſtone 

( Paſſenger who e're thou ar: ) 

Is he entomb'd, but in thy Hearr. 


F 
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An Epitaph upon Husbayd and Wife, who dies 


and were buried together, 


4 = theſe, whom Death again did Wed, 


This Grave's the ſecond Marriave-Bed. 


For though the hand of Fate could force, 


'Twixt Soul and Body a divorce : 
It could not fever Man and Wiſe, 


Becauſe they borh liv'd bat one Life , 


Peace, good Reader, donot weep ; 
Peace, the Lovers are aſleep, 
They ( ſweet Turtles ) folded ye, 
In the laſt knot that Love could tye. 
Let them fleep, let them ſleep on, 
Till this ſtormy night be pone , 

And the Eternal Morrow dawn, 


Then the | urtains will be drawn, 


f And they wake into a Lighr, 


6s 
4 
£ 


Whoſe Day ſhall never dye in Night. 


An Epitaph upon Dottor Brook, 


; Brock, whoſe Stream ſo Great, ſo Good, 
£- i Was Lov'd, was Honour'd as a Flood, 


Whoſe Banks the Muſes dwelt upon, 


"JF ore then their own Helicon, 


3 
i; 


Here at length hath gladly found 


"YN 4 quiet paſſage under ground ; 


F 
{ 


Mean while his loved Banks, now dry 
The Muſes with their Tears ſupply. 


Upon 
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Upon Mr, Staninough's Death, 
TY Relicks of a diſlodgd foul, whoſe lack 


Makes manya mourning Paper put on black ; 

O ſtay a while 'e're thou draw-in thy Head, \ 
And wing thy ſelf up cloſe in thy cold Bed : : | 
Stay but a little while, until I call | Mt 
A ſummons, worthy of thy Funeral. (Powergyi 

Come then Youth , Beauty,and Blood, all ye foit WM 
Whoſe ſilken Flatteries ſwell a few fond hours iy 
Into a falſe Ecernity, come Man, © \ 
( Hyperbolized nothing ! ) know thy ſpan ; 4 
Take thine own Meaſure here, down, down, ard boy ; 
Before thy ſelf in thy Idza, thou 
Huge emptineſs contract chy Bulk, and ſhrink 
All thy wild Circle to a point! O ſink 
Lower, and lower yet, till thy ſmall fize, 
Call Heaven to look on thee with narrow Eyes; 
Leſſer and leſſer yer, till thou begin Di 
To ſhow a Face fit to confeſs thy Kin Mt 
Ty Neighbour-hood to nothing | here put ori 

Thy felf inthis unfeign'd reflexion ; 
Here gallant Ladies this impartial Glaſs 
( Through all your painting) ſhows you your own tac 
Theſe Death-ſcal'd Lips are they dare give the lye, 


To the proud hopes of poor Mortality. = |) 
Theſe Cuttain'd Windows, this ſelf-priſon'd Eye, ac 
Our-ſtares the Lids of large-lookt Tyranny - 0 
This poſture is the brave one , this that lies Mb 
Thus low, ſtands up ( me thinks ) thus, and defies te 
The World.-- All daring Duſt and Aſhes, onely you'# 

Ot al Interpreters read Nature true, 
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Ypon the Duke of York's Birth, 
A Panig)rick. 


FD &:tain, the Mighty Ocenn's lovely Bride, (wide 
| | Now ſtretch thy ſelf (fair iſle) and grow, ſpread 
[by Boſome and make room , thou arr opprelt 
With thine own Glories : and arr lr: zngely Bleſt 
þ kyond thy ſelf: for lo ! the Gods the Gods 
b tome faſt upon the, and choſe Glorious ods, 
ell thy full Glories to a pitch ſo high,” 
7 ts above thy beſt C:pacity. 
' Are they not Ods? and Glorious 7 that to thee 
Jſboſe mi dy Geniz throng, which well might be 
ach one an Ages 11bovur, that thy days 
re Guilded wich che Union of thoſe Rays, 
toſe each divided Beam would be a'Sun, 
 pl2d the Sphear of any Nation. 
if forcheſe thou meanit to find a ſeat, 
ht need, O Britain to be truly Great. 
{Fad fo thou art, rheirpreſence makes' thee ſo, 
Wy {re thy Greatneſs, Gods where e're they £0 
their Herven with chera, their great footſteps 
4 yerlaſtins {mile upon the face (place. ' 
JP! the glad Earth they'tread on, while with thee 
Moſe Be" ms that ampliate Mortality, 
0d teach it ro expatiate, and ſwell 
Majeſtic and tulneſs deipn ro dwell ; 
fon byrhy ſelf mayt fe, ( Bleſt }fle ) and ſee 
W thy Great Matter Nature do"ts on thee : 
etherefore from the reſt aparc ſhe hurl'd, 
9 ſeem'd to make ah jſte, but made a World. 
| H Greag 
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Great Charl-s!| thou ſxeet Dawn of a Glorious ( , 
Center of thoſe thy Grandfires ſhall 1ſay 
Hewry and Zames, of Mars and Phebus rather? 2 
Ifthis were Wiſdom's God; that War's ftern Father, 
* Tis but the ſame1s faid, Henry,and 7 ames 
Are Mars and Phebs under divers Names. 
O chou full mixture of thoſe mighty ſou's, 
v boſe vaſt intelligences tun*'dthe Poles G 
Of Peace and War , thou for whoſe Manly Brow- 3 
Both Laurels.cwineinto. one Wreath, and wooe 
To be thy Garland, ſee ( ſweet Prince ). O ſee 
1hoy and the lovely hopes that ſmile in thee 
Are ta'ne out, and rans{crib'd by.chy. Great Mother, 
See, ſee thy real ſhidow, ſee chy Brother, 
Thy lictle-ſelf in leſs, read in thele Eyne 
The Beams that 7 RHAs 6 thoſe full Stars of thine. 
From the ſame ſnowy Alablaſter Rock 
Theſe hands and thine were hew'n,theſe Cherrys 
The- Coral of thy Lips, Thou.ars of, all 
This well- is Copy the fair Principal, 


Jaſtly, Great Nature, may'ſt chou'brag and tel: 
How ev'n haſt drawn this faithful Parallel, 4 
And marcht thy Maſter-peece :- Othen goon vii 
Make fact anocher ſweer compariſon, '® 
See*ſtthou that Afary there ? O texch her Mother *# 
To:thew her to her ſelf in ſuch another : 23 
Feilow chis wonder too, norlet her ſhine 
Alone, Light ſuch another Star, and twine 
T heir Roſie Beams, ſo thar the Motn for one 
Venus, may have a Conſtellation, 

So have 1 ſzen (to dreſs their Miſtreſs. May) 


Two Silken ſiſter Flowers conſult, and lay 
Their baſhful Cheeks together, newly they 1 
Peep't: 
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i Peep't from tlieir Buds, ſhew'd like the Gardens Eyes . 
JT Scarce wak'c - like was the Crimſon of their joys, 
TJ Like were the Pcarls they wept, ſo like thar one 
Fl Seem'd but the others kind reflexion. K 
But (tay, what glimpſe was thar2why bluſht the dyy _ 
2 Why ran the ſtarted Air trembling away ? 2p; 
"F Who's this that comes circled 'in Rays that ſcorn 
Þ Acquaintance with the Sun? whit ſecond Morn 
Y Ac Mid-day opes a preſence which" Hervens Pye 
AF Stands off and' pvints at? ist ſome Deiry 
FN Step: from her Throne of Stars deighs to be ſeen ? 
FF ls ic ſome Deity ? oris'r our Queen? 
v8 Tis ſhe, 'cis ſhe : her awful Beanties chaſe 
F The Days abaſhed Glories, and inface 
*£ Of Noon wear their own Sunſhine, O thon bright 
ZJ Miſtriſs of Wonders ! Cynrh;a's is the Night, 
 Burthou at Noon doſt ſhine, and xrt all Day, 
*F (Nor does the Sar deny'c) oor Cynrhia, 
*Jlllaftrious ſweetneſs! in thy fairchful Womb, 
"That Neſt of Heroes, all our hapes find room , 
#FThou art the Mother Phenix, ind thy Breaſt 
FChaſte as that Virgin Honour of the Eaf, 
But much more frunfyl is ; nor dots; as ſhe, 
"FFDeny to Mighty Love a Deity ; 
JTher let the Eaſtern World brag and be proud 
FO one coy Phenix, while we have a brood, 
JA brood of Phenixes, and till the Mother ; 
FAnd may we long, long may'lt thou live, t encreaſe 
Tie Houſe and Family of Pherixes. * 
FNor may the Light char gives their Eye-lids light, 
Fre prove the diſmal Morning of thy Night : 
Fer may a Birth of thine be bouphc ſo dear, 
*F/0omak his coſtly Cradle of thy Beer. 
yomaylt chou rhus make all the year thine own, 
| oe © And 
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And ſee ſach Names of jay fit white upon: 
The brow every Moneth; and when that's done 
Mayeſt in a Son of his find every Son 


Repeated, and that Son {Uill in another, , «mal 
Ang ſo ine:ch Child often prove a Mother, 4; 
Long mailt thou laden with ſuch cluſters lean F 


Upon thy Royal Elme ( fair Vine ) and when . 
The Heavens will ſtay no longer, may thy Glory - ., 
And Name dwell ſweet: in ſome Eternal ſtory, _ 
Pardon ( bright Excellence ) an untun'd String, |. 
That in thy Ears thus keeps a murmuring, 
O ſpeak a lowly Muſes pardon ; ſpeak 

Her Pardon or her Sentence; onely break i 
Thy filence ; ſpeak ; and ſhe ſhall exke from thence. 
Numbers, and Sweetneſs, and an Influence ; 
Confeſling thee ; or (it coolong 1 ſtay ) 7 
O ſpe:k thou and my Pipe hath noughe to ſay: 1,41 
For ſee Apollo all this while ſtands. Mute, .. 
ExpeRing by thy Voice to T une his Lute. "ut 
But Gods are Gracious.: and their Altarg. make _ ,, 
P:etious their offerings that their Alcars take , aff 
Give them this Rural Wreath Fire from thine Eyes,,47 
This Rural Wreath dares be thy Sacrifice, my” 


4 
p : 


Upon Ford's Two T ragedies. 
L 4 


Love's Sacrifice 4x4 The Broken Heart, p 


WwWIPt 


Hou chzat'ſtus Ferd, mz2Kk'lt one ſeem two by Art," 


What is Love s Sacrifice but the Broken Heart ? 


4 p) 
On: 
4%-oþ 
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 0n4 foul Morning being then to take 4 journey, 


| Here art thou S/,while thus the bli::d-fold day 
Staggersout of che Eaft, loſes her wy 
Stumbling on Night ? Rouze chee Ulultrivus Youth, 
And let no d.lt Miſts choak the Lights fair growth. 
Point here thy Beams, Oglance on yonder Flocks, 
And make their Fleeces Golden as thy Locks. 
Unfold thy fir Front, and there ſhall appear 
Full Glory, flaming in her own free Sphear. 
Gl:dneſs ſhall cloath the Earth, we will inltile 
The face of things, an univerſi] Smile : 
Say to the ſullen Morn, thou com'ſt to Court her, 
And wilt demand proud Zephirzs to ſport her 
With wanton Gales , his Balmy Breath ſhall lick 
The tender Drops which tremble on her Cheek; 
Which rarified, and in a gentle Rain 
On thoſe delicious Binks diſtill'd again, 
Shall riſe in a ſweet Harveſt which diſcloſes 
af} Tocvery bluſhing Bed of new-born Roſes, 

Hel fan ber bright Locks teaching them co flow, 
jy And fri-k in curl'd Xeanders : he will chrow 
af A fragrant Breath ſuckt from the Spicy Neſt 
g 
16 


O'th" precious Phenix, warm upon her 3reſt ; 
He with a dainty and ſoft hand, will Trim 
And bruſh her Azure Mantle, which ſhall ſwim 
0} 1n lilken Volumes, whereſoe'r ſhe'l! cread, 
Bright Clouds like Golden Fleeces ſhill be ſpread. 
_ Riſe then ( fair blew-ey'd Mzid ) riſe and diſcover 
Thy filver Brow, and meet thy Go'!den Lover, 
Se how he runs, with what a haſ(ty flight 
lto thy Boſome, barh'*d with Liquid Ligtic, 
-B 3 Fly 
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Fly, fly, prophane Togs, farr hence fly away, 
Taint nor the pure fſtrearas of the ſpringing day. 
With your dull influence, it is for you, 4 
To fir and {coul upon Nights heavy Brow , 

Not on the freſh Cheeks of the Virgin Morn, 
Where noughr bur ſmile-, and ruddy joys are worn, 
Fly then, and do notthink with her to ſtay; 

Let jt ſuffice, ſhe'l wear no Mask to day. 


þ. 
-—— - — — _— ——_ 


4 por the fair E thiopian ſent to 4 Gentlewomay,, 


O here the fair Char:clia! in whom trove 
So falſe a Fortune, and ſotruea Love, 
Now after all her Toils by Sea and Land, 
O may ſhe but arrive at your white hand ; . 
Her Hopes ?re Crown'd, onely ſhe fears that than 
She ſhall appear true Ethiopian. y 
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On Marriage, 


Tl 

Would be Married, but I'de have no Wife, = Bl 

[ wou'ld be Married to a ſingle Life. 1 

Doo —A 
v : ' I 

To the Morning. / bo 

S atisfation for Sleep, » 

WW ar ſnccor can I hope the Muſe will ſend "TH 

Whoſe drowſineſs hach wrong'd the Muſes friend} 0 

What hope Aurora to propitiate thee, 4 


Unlzis the Muſe ling my Apology ? 


on | 


"36 IEA he 08. 
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O in that Morning of my ſhame ! when 1 
Lay folded up in ſleeps Captivity ; 


How at the ſight didſt thou draw back thine Eves, 


Into thy modeſt veyl? how didſt thou riſe 
Twice Dy'd in thine own Bluſhes, and did'ſt run 
To draw the Curt2ins and awake the Sun ? 
Who rowzing his illuſtrious Trefſes came, 

An feeing che loath'd Objec, hid for ſhame 

His Head in thy fair Boſome, and ſtill hides 

Me from his Patronage , I pray, he chides : 
And pointing to dull AZ7orphexs, bids me take 
My own Apollo, try if I can make 

His Lethe be my Helicon: and ſee 

If orphess have 4 Muſe to wait on me. 

Hence *tis my humble Fancy finds no wings, 

No nimble Rapture ſtarts to Heaven and brings 
Enth»faſtick Flames, fuch 1s can give 

Marrow to my plump Genizs, make it live 
Dreſt in the glorious Madneſs of a Muſe, 
Whoſe Feet cin walk the Milky way, and chuſe 


Her Starry Throne , whoſe Holy heats can warm 


The Grave, and hold up an exilted Arm 
To lift: me from my l:zy Urne, and climb 
Upon the topped ſhoulders of old Time, 
And trace Ecernity——Bur all is dead, 

All theſe delicious hopes are buried 

In the deep wrinkles of his angry Brow, 


F Where Mercy cannot find them; but O thou 


Will kill his Anger, and revive my Bliſs, 


Brighe Lady .of the Morn, pitty doth lye 

5 warn in thy ſoft Brelt it cannot dye: 

Have Mercy then, and when he nex: ſhall riſe 
O meet the angry God, inv:de his Eyes, 

And ſtroak his radiant Cheeks, one timely kiſs 


ws 
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So to the Treaſure of thy pearly Deaw, 
Thrice will1 pay three Tezrs, to ſhow how true 
My grief is 3. ſo my wakeful Joy ſhall knock 
At th? Oriental G :tes;. and duly nock 
The early Larks ſhrill Orizons to be 
An Anthem at che Days Nauvity. 
And the ſ:me Roſie-finger'd hind of thine, 
That ſhuts Nights dying Eyes, ſhall opcn mine. 

But thou, taint God of ſleep, forget that I 
Was ever known to be thy votary. 
No more my Pillow ſhall thine Alcar be, 
Nor will I offer any more to thee 
My ſelf a melting-Sacrifice ; I'm born 
Again a freſh Child of the Buxome Morn, vB 
Heir of rhe Suns firſt Beams, why threar'it thou ſq} 
Why doſt thou ſh+ke thy Leaden Scepter? goe, 

cſtow thy Poppy upon wakeful woe, 
Sickneſs and Sorrow, whoſe pale Lids ne'r know 
Thy Downy Finger, dwell upon their Eyes, 
Shut in cheir Tears, ſhar out their Miſeries, 


De 


L oves Horoſcope, 


2% brave vertues younger Brother, 
Erlt hath made my Hearta Mother, 
She conſults the conſcious Ephears, 
To c:Iculate her young Sons years. 

She asks if f:d, or ſaving pow'rs, 
Gave Omen to his Infanc hours, 
She 2sks e:ch tar that then ſtood by, 
It poor Love ſhall live or dye. 
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Ah my heart, isthat the way ? 

Y Are theſethe Beams that rule thy Day > 
'Y Thouknow'it a Face in whoſe each look, 

Beauty lays ope Loves Forcune-Book, 

On whoſe fair Revolutions wait 

The obſequious Motions of Loves Fate, 
Ah my Heart, her Eyes and ſhe, 

Have taught thee new / {trolopy. 

How e'r Loves Native hours were ſet, 
What ever Starry Synod mer, 

Tis inthe Mercy of her Eye, 

It poor Love ſhall live or dye. 


05 


Ifthoſe ſharp Rays putting on 
oof - Points of Neth bid Love begone 
(Though the Heavens in Council ſate, 
To crown an uncontrouled Fate, 
Though their belt AſpeRs ewin'd opon 
The kindeſt Conſtellation, 
Caſt amorous glances on his Birth, 
And whisper'd the confederate Earth 
— Topavehis Paths wich all the good 
That warms the Bed of Youth and Blood) 
Love ha's no plea againſt her Eye 
Beauty frowns, and Love muſt dye. 


But if her milder influence move ; 
And guild the hopes. of humble Love : 
( Though Heavens inauſpicious Eye 
Lay black on Loves Nativity ; 
Though every Diamond in Wves Crown 
Fixt his forehead to a frown, ) 
Her Eye a ſtrong appeal can pive, 
Beauty ſmiles and Love ſhall live. 
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Oif Love ſhall live, O where & | 
Bucin her Eye, or in her Ear, | 
In her Breaſt or in her Breath, | 
Shall I hide poor Love from Death > T 
For in the life ought elſe can give, Tl 
Love ſhall dye although he live. | 


Oc if Love ſhall dye, O where, 
But in her Eye, or in her Ear, 
In her Breath or in her Breſt, 
Shall 1 build his Funeral Neſt? 
While Love ſhall thus entombed lye, 
Love ſhall live although he dye. 


Out of Virgil, 
Iz the praiſe of the $ prine, 


LL Trees, all Lervy G-oves confeſs the Spring 
Their genrleſt Friend, hen, chen the Lands begin 
To ſwell with forward pride and feed defire 

To generation ; Heavens Almighty Sire 

Melcs on the Boſome of his Love, and powrs 
Himſelf into her Lzp in fruitful ſhowres 

And by a ſoft inſinuztion, mixt | 
With Earchs large Maſſe, doth cheriſh and affit 

Her weak Conceptions; No loan ſhade, but Rings JI 
With chatring Birds delicious murmurings, 

Then Yenas mild inftin& ( at ſer times ) yields Y 
The Herds to kindly meetings, then the Fields 

( Quick with warm Zephires lively breath ) lay forth JB 
Their pregnant Boſomes in a fragrant Birth 

Each body's plamp and jucy, all things full 


n 


Of ſupple moiſture : no coy twig but will 
Fruft his beloved Boſome to the Sun 


(Grown luſty now ,,) No Vine fo weak and young 
That fears the foul-mouth'd Auſter, or thoſe ſtorms 
That the South-weſt wind burries in his Arms, 

But haſtes her forward Bloflomes, and lays out 
Freely lays out her Leaves ;, nor do[ doubt 

But when the World firit out of Chaos ſprang, 

$ ſmil'd the days, and ſo the tenor ran 

Of their felicity. A ſpring was here, 


Aneverlaſting ſpring, the jolly year | 


Led round in his great Circle ; no winds Breat 

As then did ſmell of Winter, or of Death ; | 
When life's ſweer Light firſt Mone on Beaſts,and when 
From their hard Mother Earch, ſprang hardy men, 
When Beaſts took up their Lodging in the Wood, 
Stars in their higher Chambers : never cou'd 

The tender growth of things endure the ſence 

Of ſuch a change, but that the Heav'ns indulgence 
Kindly ſupplys ſick Nature, and doth mold 

A ſweetly temper'd Mean, nor hot nor cald. 
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With a Pitture ſent to a Friezd, 


Paint ſo ill, my Piece had need to be 
Painted again by ſome good Poelie, 

I write fo ill, my flender Line is ſcarce 

So much as th' Piture of a well-Lim'd Verſe: 
Yet may the Love I ſend be true, though I 

ſend not true Picture nor true Poehie : 
Both which away, I ſhould not need to fear, 

My Love, or Feign'd, or Painted ſhould appear, 


Is 
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(er i. 26- In praiſe of Leſſins, his rule of Healt) g 
| ps 


Oe now with ſome daring Drugs, 

34it the diſeaſe, and while they tug, 
Thou to maintain their cruel ſtrife, 
Spend the dear Treaſure of chy life : 
Go take Phylick, doat upon 
Some big-nam'd Compoſition, 
T he Or:culous DoEors miſtick Bills, , 
Cert-in hard Words mide into Pills ; oh 
And what at length ſhalc get by theſe? 
Onely a Coſtlyer diſcaſe. 
Goe poor Man, think what ſhall be, 
Remedy againſt thy Remedy, 
That which makes us hive no need 
Of Phyſick that's Phyſick indeed, 

Hark hither, Reader, wouldit thou ſee 


Nature her own Phyſitian be, Y 

Would{t ſee a man all, bis own Wealth, ] 
Hisown Phyſick, his own Healch ? Jy 
A” Man whoſe ſober Soul can tell, Ic 
How to wear her Garments we!] 2 li 
Her Garments that upon her fir, Ir: 
As Garments ſhould do, cloſe and fit ? 1, 
A well-cloath'd ſoul that's nor oppreR, | I 
Nor cho:ke with what ſhe ſhould be dreſt ? IT 
A Sout ſheath'd ina Chryltal ſhrine, 7 
1hrovgh which all her bright Features ſhine ? | A 
As when a peceot wanton Lawn, IN 
A thin acreal Vail is drawn "I 


O'r Beauries Fece, {eeming to hide 
More ſweetly ſhows the bluſhing Bride, 
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cul whoſe intelleAual Beams 

z Miſts do Mask no lazy ſteams? 

happy ſoul chat all che way, + 

Sto Heaven, hath a Summers day? 
yould'it thou ſee a Man whoſe well warm'd blood, 
"Wathes him in a genuine flood ? 
"$4 Man whoſe Tuned humours be, 

ſet of rarelt Harmony ? 

*JVouldſt ſee blich Looks freſh Cheeks beguile 

-Þbo \ wouldſt ſee December ſmile? 

YVouldſt ſee a neſt of Roſes grow 

Ina bed of reverend' Snow ? 

Narm Thoughts, free Spirits, flattering 

FVinters ſelf into-a Spring ? - : >. 

-L Inſumme, wouldſt ſee a Man that can 

Live to be old and {till a Man? 


ee OS 
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The beginning of Heliodorus, 


[ON EIY —_ , o 


how ſmiling Morn bad newly. wik't the Day, - 

And tipe the Mountains ina tender: Ray: 

Eben on a ill (whole high Impertons Brow 

FLooks down, and ſeesthe humble Nile below 

Flick his proud feer, and haſte 1nto' rhe! ſeas 

Through the great Mouth that's nim*d-from Hercules) 

YAb:nd of men, rough as the 4 rms they wore 

FLook'r round, firll ro the Sea, then tothe Shore. 

FlbeShore thec ſhewed them what che Ser deny'd. 

Ybope ot a ircy. Thererothe main Land ty'd 
Aſhipthey ſ-w, no men ſhe hd; yet preſt 

P dpJcar'd with other l:ding, for her' Breſt 

Deep in the groaring waters wallowed 

Up to the third Ring ; o'r the ſhore was ſpread 
7 ; Death's 
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Death's purple Triumph, onthe bluſhing ground' be 
Lifes late forſaken Houſes all lay \drown*d C 
In their own Bloods dear deluge foie new dead; 
Some panting in their yet warm raines bled : "4h 
W hile cheir affrighted:fouls now wing'&for gle b. 
Lent them the laſt flaſh of her glimmering Light, - b 
Thoſe yet freſh ſtreams which, crawled'every 'whet 
Shew'd, that ſtern warre had newly bath'd: him ther 
Nor did the face of this diſaſter ſhow! / 2.90 
Marks of a fight alone, bur feaſtings too, 
A miſerable and a monſtrous F eaſt, 

Where hungry War had made himſelf a Gueſt ; 
And coming late hacbeatup Gueſts and. all, 
Who prov'd the Feaſt to their own Funeral, cc. 
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Out of the Greek, Cupia's Cryer, 


Ove is loſt, nor canis) Mother. 
Her lictle fugitive diſcover : | 
She ſecks, ſhe ſighs;' butr'ino where ſpies him; 
Love is loſt; arid chus fhe crys him; ' * 
O yes! if any happy Eye, 
T his roaving wanton ſhall defcry: 
Let the Findet futely know 
Mine's the Wagg, *ris I that own 
'The winged wand'rer, and that none 
May chink bis Labour vainly gone! 
TT he ghd deſcryer ſhall not miſs, 
Totalte the! Nefarofa Kifs' 
From Yerus Lips ;- but as'for him | 
Thar brings him me, he hall ſwim 
In riper joys ; more ſhalt b- his” 
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(Venus affres him ) then a kiſs, 
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38 But leſt your Eye diſcerning ſlide, _. | 
+& Theſe marks may be your judgements guide ; 
1J His Skin as wich a Liery bluſhing : 
2J High-colour'd is ;; His Eyes (till fluſhing 
24 Wich nimble Flames, and chough his Mind 
I Be ne'r fo curſt, his Jongee is kind. - 
For never were his Words in ovgnt 


& Found che pure iſſue of his thought, 
J The working Bees ſoft melting Go 


*Y& That which cheir waxen Mines-enfold, 


J Flow not fo ſweet.as do the. Tones 
Of his } un'd Accents; but if. once 
YFHis anger kindle, preſently .,, 
It boils our into cruelty, ; 

TY And fraud : he makes poor mortals hurts, 
=} The objects of his cruel ſports ;. . 

"I With dainty Curles his froward: face; : 

Fl Crown'd about ; but O what place, 
What fartheſt nook of loweſt Hell... 
Peels not che ſtrength, thereaching. ſpell 


MYOf his ſmall hand?; yer-not ſo ſmall 


4s tis powerful therewithal ;, 
Jough bare his. Skin, his Mind he, covers 
Jad like a fancy Bird he hovers, ;.:; .: 
With wanton Wing, now here; now there, 
out Men and Women , nor will fpare 
il atlengch-he perching reſt, 
Fathe Cloſer of their Breſt, 
is weaponis a little Bow, | 
F< ſuch a one as ( ove knows how 
Fr ſuffred yer'his little Arrow, 
I! Heav'ns high'ft Arches to fall narrow. 
Fi Gold that on his Quiyer ſmiles, 
; Peceives mens fears with flattering wiles : 


ti2 The Delights of the Muſes. 
But O (too well my wounds can tell ) 
With bicter ſhafs *ris ſauc'ttoo well, 


He is all cruel, cruel all ; | 

His Torch imperious though but ſmall © 

Makes the Sun ( of Flames the Sire ), 

Worſe then Sun-burnt in his Fire : 

Whereſoe'r you chance to find him © ._ 

Seize him, bring him, (but firſt bind him) 

Pitty not him, bue fear thy ſelf, A 

Though thou ſee the crafty Elfe, 

Tell down his Silver drops unto thee, 

They'r counterfeit, and will undoe thee; 

With baited ſmiles if he diſplay 

His fawning Cheeks, look not that way 

If he offer ſugred Kiſſes, 

Start, and ſay, che Serpent hiſſes 

Draw him, drag him, though he pray - 

Wooe, intreat, and cfying ſay 

Prethee, ſweet, now let. me go, . 

Here's m Quiver: Shifes and Bow, -: 

I'le give thee ll rake all, rake beed* 

Leſt his kindneſs make thee bleed. © © 
What e'r it be Love vffers, ſtill preſume 0 
1 hat though icſhines, "ris Fire, and will conſumed :L 


} 
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Ju al on an Ant Vans the tall 
Wasthrown al2s, and got a deadly fall 
Under th' unruly Be. its proud feet he lies 

All torn, wich much adve yete'r hedies, 

He ſtrains theſe words; 'B ſe Envy, doe, faugh oft, 
Thus did I fall, fd thus fell Phacthi, 
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Upon Venms parting on Mars. his Arms: 


, VI FAGEE Mars his ſword ? fair Cythereaſay, 
VV. Why art thou Arm'd ſo deſperately to diy ? 


*F 3{«r; thou haſt beaten naked, and © then 
"Y What needſt chou put on Arms againſt poor men ? 


—O_—_— —_—_—— Mn 


ji PINOY i a. ——_— PO Inn 


| Unpon the ſame, 
IT 4; faw Vote arm'd, and ſtreight ſhe cry'd, 
1 P Come if thoudar'ſt, thus, thus let us be try'd. 


Why fool ! ſays Ken, thus provok'tt thou me, 


d That being nak';; #hou know'ſt could conquer thee? 


\u TEL EGS 
Upon Biſhop Andrews his Pittare before 


his Sermons. 


2h 
IT His Reverend ſhadow caſt that ſetting Sun, 
FF 1 Whoſe Glorious courſe through our Horizonrun, 
*$Yleft the dimme Face of this dull Hemiſphere, 
Fl one great Eye, all drown'd in one orear T ear ; 
*FVhoſe fair illuſtrious Soul, led his free 'Thoughtr 
*Firough Learnings Univerſe, and ( vainly) fought 
"Fon tot her ſpacious ſelf, until ar length 
"Fe found the way home with an Holy ſtrength, 
Fatch'r her ſelf hence,co Heaven : fill'd a bright place 
"FJ ongſt thoſe immortal Fires, and on the Face 
ZFOher great Maker fixt her fiming Eye, 
WAA} [here ſtil] co read true pure Divinity, | 
| Ee 1 And 
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And now that grave Aſpe& hath deign'd to ſhrink. 
Into this leſs appearance ; it you think, 

'Tis buta dead face, Art doth here dec aeath , 
Look on the following Leaves, and ſee him mY 


— - "0 | , I wy | 
Oxt of Martial, 


| Teeth thou hadſt that rank'd in goodl tar 
Kept _ Mouths 


The firſt blaſt of thy Cough left ew alone, 
The ſecond, none; \ 


This laſt Cough,.©£1;z, Coupht our all thy fear, + 
Th' haſt left the third Cough now no-bulineſs here. 
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That fweet In rl red _ ther Pam 
: (hen @ Rofay 
Tt diſcloſes )-V why he! 
| Allthe Flowers T1 -ntwny i mahaarhy 
1 F123? dy \\ \ > 
In fre Air, 
| Flow thy Hato; £38 
That no more Summers beſt dreſſer, 
Be beholden'.: 
| For their G oldne: 
Locks, to Phaebus F _ Trefſar. 


O bboe 
E- ;- - Lovehis Beiver, 
From thy Eyes he ſhoots bis Ar ove, 
there Apollo | * 
\ Cannot fullow ;' 
Featherd with _ M hers. ly darrows, 


"# 0 envy not 
s* (That wedyewat) 
Thoſe deer Li ps whoſe Davy excliſes 
"All the Graccs: 
In their places,” + 
Brother OD, and Sifter Rofer, 


£ 
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aw 


Ani to many Deaths renew me, | 


F eh theſe Treaſures 
ie pleaſures w_ 
One right [mics 


ther. 
th Faves 
Tin 
Both will be good friends age 


The Ag: char 
"+: ##Mds dhngita 
Fight a Word oupe Py. 

| Storns 7 blonde 
And on folence round about Thes oP 


wither, 


(A 46. 
monte; 


But if Nama . qc Y 

 Commot Creatures, 
Sos dear Glories dare wot barraws. 

Tet thy Beauty a fi WER ” 

.Op8a Bey \ i ond | 
To my loving, lingring ſaves. 


When to ; 

Death hall foal RPEY 
All his Terrers to affright me-; 

T hine Eyes.Graces, 

Guild their Faces, Thad ba oe 
And thoſe Terrers ſhall delight me, 


When wy pang | 
Life 5s fore | 
Thoſe "ow Airs that often Jewns 


S hall revive me,' 


Or reprave we, 
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——_ —_—— - a TS. > — —_— — - — _— > he i 
w—_ 


NC Ky -- Ont. of, the. kalian, KL 


{IT Ove now no Fite harfvFett him, 

'ILWetwo betwixt us haye divided ic, . _... 

Jour Eyes the Light hath reft him; = 

The Heat commanding in my Heart doth fit, 
O! thatpoor Love be not for eyer ſpoiled, 
Let my Heat to your Light be reconciled. 


$0 ſhall theſe Flames, whoſe worth 
Now all obfcured lies - 

(Dreft in thoſe Beams) Rart forth 
And dance before your Eyes. 


Or elfe partake my Flames 
(1 care not whither} 
And fo in mutual Names 
OLove, burn both ropether. 


_ 


— 
— — 


Out of the 1talian, 


Ould any one the true cauſe fd 

How Love came nak't, a Boy and blind > 
this; liſtning one day too long, 

Potl' Syrens in my Miftreſs Song, 

Pextalie of a delight 

0 much o*'r-maſtring all his might, 

ſo that one Senſe, made all elſe chrall, oe 
And ſo heloſt his Clothes, Eyes, Heart and all. 


V 


= 
"A 


Per 


i 


__—_——_——_— ———— : —_— - ta ah 
on the Frontiſpitee of Iſnacſdns Chrone- © 


/ 


logie explained. - - tf 6 
| | = 
F with diſtin&ive Eye: and Mind you look _.*'Þ| 7 


Upon the Fyoxr, you ſee more then one Book, - / T 
Creation 1s Gods oh, wherein be writ -50N 
Each Creature, as a Letter filling it, 

Hiſtory is Creations Book ;,, which ſhows 

To what effeQs the Series of it goes. | | ht 

Chronelogie's the Book of HiFory, and bears 

The juſt account of Days, of Atongths, and Tears, | 

But Reſarre;or in a Later Preſs, 4.1 

And New Edition is the ſumme of theſe : 

T he Language of theſe Books had all been one, |} |, 

Had nor th* Aſpiring Tow'r of Babylon I 

Confws'd the Tongnes, agd in a diltance hurl'd , | x 

As far the Speech, as men, o* the-new fill'd World,, Þf x 
Set then your Eyes in Method, and behold C 

Times Embleme, Saturn» ; who;-when ſtore of Gold] y 

Coyn'd the firſt Age, Dez o#r'd that Birth befearllÞ (1 

Till B:fory, Times eldeſt Child appear'd , 0 

And Pheanx-like, in ſpight of Satzras rage, - -. 

Forc'd. from her Aſzes, Heires in every Age, . \N 


Fromth* Riſing S#», obtaining by juſt Suit,, {ſb 
A Springs Ingender, and an Autumns Fruit. oY 
Who in thoſe Yolumes at her motion pen'd, | 

Unto Crearions Alpha doth extend. | 8 of 
Agiin Aſcend, and view Chronel-oy, 1k 
By Optick 541! pulling far Hiſtory 4+ 


Neerer; whofe Hand the piercing Eagles Eye T 
Strengenens to bring remoteſt ObjeRts nigh, L- 
: u 
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lnder whoſe Feez, you ſee the. Setrivg Sun, 

from the dark Gammm, o'r ber Volumes run, 
Drown'd in Eternal Night, never to riſe , 

I Till ReſarreAiop ſhowir to the Eyes 

28 of Earth-worn men; and her ſhril Trumpets ſound 
I Afﬀright the Zines of Morrtals from the ground : 

The Colnmnes both are crown'd with either Sphere, 
To ſhow Chronology and Hiſtory bear 

No other Culmer ; then the double Arrt, 

Aſtronomy, Geography impart. 


e 


Or Thus. 


$5 hoary Time's vaſt Bowels be the Grave. 
/To what his Bowels Birth and Being gave ; 
let Naturedie, and ( Pherix: like) from death 
Revived Nature take a ſecond Breath ; 
I fon Times right hand, fit fair F;forie , 
If, from the ſeed of empty Ruine, ſhe 
Can raiſe ſo fair an Harveſt: let her be 
Ne'r ſo far diſtant, yer Chronelcgy 
(Sharp-Gghred as the Eagles Eye, that can 
Out-ſtare the broad-beam'd Days Meridian ) 
TJ Vill have a Perſpjci/co find her out, . 
And, through the Night of error, and dark doubt, 
-FDiſcern che Daws of ruth's eternal Ray, h 
{As when the Roſie Morn buds into Day. 
4 Now that Time's Empire might be amply hill d, 
} Jabels bold Artigs ſtrive ( below > to build 
Yuine a Temple; on whoſe fruigful fall 
Yifor y rears her Pyramids more tall 
Then were th* A&gyprian ( by the life, theſe give, 
4 Egyprian Pyramids themfelyes muſt hve : ) 


a= 


On theſe ſhe lifts the 37514; dnd on their baſe 


Thar, the Creatiotis ; the Judgement this ; 


Shews the two Tetiiis arid Limits of 7 inze's Race 5 1 
Thar, the Worlds AFM, thrs her Mi , | ; ia) 4 
: 


— 


ummm—__—— 


Ai Epiteph upon Mr, Aſhton 4 Conformt- © 
able Citizen, þ- 


He modeſt front of this ſmall floor; 

Belecye nie Reader, can ſay more 
Then many a braver Marble can, 
Here lies a truly honeſt m4 ;, 
One whoſe Conſcience was a thing, 
That croubled neither Church nor Kids, 
One of thoſ-: few that in this Towr 
Honour all Preichefs ; hear their Oh: | 
Sermons he heard, YEOee ſo many . 
As left no time'to praiſe any. ' 2» 
He heard them revetendly, and then ; 
His praQtice preach'd ther o'r agen, # 
His Parloar- Sermons rather were 
7 boſe to the Eye, then to the Ear. 
His Prayers took their price and irength 
Not from the loudneb nor the length. 
He' wzs a Proteſtant at home, 
Not onely in deſpight of Rome : 
He lov'd his Father, yet his Zeal 
"Tore nor off his Mothers Veil, 
Torh* Church he did allow her Dreſs, 
True Beazty to true Holineſs. 
Peace, which he lov'd in life, did lend 
Her hand to bring him to his end: 
When Ave and Death call'd for the ſco:e, 
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4 'No farfets were to reckon for - 


To © 
« 


” ET. _s 
Py oo Sa-6 


' 


Death tore not: (;therefore ) but fans irife 
Gently untwin'd his thtead of Life, 

What remains then, but that Thou 

Write theſe Lines, Reader iti thy Brow, 
And by bis fair Examples light, 

Burn in thy imitation bright. 

So while theſe Lines can but bequeath 
ALife perhaps unto his Death. 

His-better Epitaph ſhall be, 

His Life ſtill kept alive in Thee. 


A— 


Out of Citullus, 


png and let usLive my Dear, 
Let us Love and never Fear, 


What the ſowreſt Fathers ſay : 


Brighteſt So/ that dyes to day 

Lives again as blith to morrow, 

But if we dark Sons of ſorrow. 

Set; Othen, how long a Night 
Shuts the Eyes of our ſhort Light ! 
Then let amorous Kiſſes dwell 
Onour Lips, begin and tell 

A Thoufand and a Hundred ſcore, 


An Kundred and a Thouſand more, 


Till another Thouſand ſmother 

That, and that wipe of another. 

Thus at laſt when we have nnaibred 
Many a T houſand, many a Hundred ; 
We'l confound the reckoning quite, 
And lofe our ſelves in wild delight: 
While our joyes ſo multiply, 


- As ſhall mock the envious Eye. 


Wiſhes 
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wiſhes to his (ſuppoſed) Miſtreſs, 


Wz7% e're ſhebe, 
That not impoſſible ſhe 
That fhall Command my Heart and me; 


Where e're ſhe lye, 
Lock*t up from mortal Eye, 
In ſhady Leaves of Deſtiny ; 


Till that ripe Birth 
Of ſtudied Fate and forth, 
And teach her fair teps to our Earth ; 


, Till that Divine 
| 1dea takea ſhrine 
Of Chryſtal fleſh, through which to ſhine : 


Meet you her my wiſhes, 
Beſpeak her to my bliſſes, 
Andbe ye call d my abſent kiſſes. 


I with her Beauty, 
That ows not all its Duty | 
Togrudy Tire, or gliſtring ſhoo-ty, 


Somerhing more than 
Taffaca or Tiſſew can, 
Or rampant Feather, or rich Fan. 


More then the ſpoil 
Of ſhop, or filkworms Toll 
Or a bought Bluſh, or a {xt ſmile. 
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JF AFacethat'sbeſt vive 


' By irs ownBeauty dreſt, - _ 
* .And canalone command the relt, 


A Face made up 
- Out of no other ſhop, - | 
Then whatNatures white hind fets ope, 


A Cheek where Youth, 
And Blood, with Pen of Truth 
Write, what the Reader ſweetly ru th, 


A Cheek where grows 
More then a Merning Roſe ; 
Which to no Box his:Being owes. - 


Lips, where all day 
A Lovers Kiſs may play, 
Yet carry nothing thence away. 


* Looks that opprels 
Their richeſt Tires, but dreſſe 
And cloath their Gmpleſt Nakedneſs: 


Eyes, that diſplaces 
The Neighbour Diamond, and out-faces 
That Sun-ſhine by their-own ſweet Graces, 


Treſles, that wear 
Jewels, but to declare 
How much themſelves more precious are, 


Whoſe native Ray, 
Can rame the wanton Day 
Of Gen's, that in their bright ſhades play. 


£0 
*6 i} 
ks 
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Each Ruby there 
Or Pearl that dare appear, . '!: |; 
Be its own bluſh, be xs own Tear, + 


A well-ram'd Heart, 
For whoſe more Noble ſmart, .- 
Love may be long chooſing a Dart. 


Eyes, that beſtow 
Full Quivers on Loves Bow ; 
Yet pay leſs Artows then they owe. 


Smiles, that can warm 
The Blood, yet teach a Charm, 
That Chaſtity ſhall take no harm. 


Blnſhes, that bin 
The burniſh of no fi In, | 
Nor Flames of ought too hot within. 


Joys, that confeſs, 
Vertue their Miſtreſſe, 
And have no other Head to dreſs 


Fears, fond and flight, 
As the coy Brides, when Night 
Firſt does the longing Lover right, 


Tears, quickly fled, 
And vain, as thoſeare ſhed | 
For a dying Maidenhead. | 


Days, that need borrow, 
No part of their good Morrow, | | 
From a fore ſpent night of ſor1ow. | 
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' Days, that in ſpight 
Of Darkneſs, oy <c Lagen 
Of a clecr min cope dight: . 


Nights, ſweet as they, 
Made ſhort by Lovers pl lay, 
Yet FRerlong by th abſence the Day. 


Life, that dares ſend, 90 2 
A challenge to his end, 22) 07 FtI'-2 
And whenitcomes ſay pelcomBFoiend.” 


Syaneran ſhowers 
of ſweet diſcourſe, whoſe pow'rs - 
Can Crown old Winters hea withFlow rs. 


Soft filken Hours. | 
Open Sunnes; ſhady Bow'rg, ' | 
'Bove all ; Nothing within ; OPS | 


Whate'r Delight EFT. 
Can make Days forehead bri : 
Or give Down to the Wingdof Nags 


In her whole frame, 
Have Nature all the Name, .- / 
Art and Ornament the ſhame: 


Her flattery, 
Picture and Poeſie. 
Her Counſel her own Vertue be. 


I wiſh, her ſore 
Of wort may leave her poor 
Of wiſhes ; and I wiſh——-no more. 
Now 
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Now if 'Time knows | q 
That her whoſe radiant Brows, - -. | 4 
Weave them a Garland of my vows; q 


Her whoſe juſt Bayes, | a orient 
My future hopes can raiſe, | yan 
A Trophy to her preſent praiſe; - - m_ 


Her that dares be, F-q.kL 589 2 I 4 
W hat theſe Lines wiſh to ſee : '- 1591 AY 
I ſcek no further, itis ſhe. | -- reg nina brat} 
k 'Tis ſhe, and here 1 0t «bt ol I 
Lo I uncloath and dear... {4 4 fs 3559110 || « 
My wiſhes clondy QCharaQter, = Þ 't Omngii on I - 
May ſhe enjoy it, | £11104 5.3411 AonE 
Whoſe Merit dare apply it, r5rfft , -30:11174 nI70TY C 
But Modeſty dares ſti deny: it. i ll 137 3 fs od S 
anc ? 
Such Worth asthis is, + 
Shall fixe my flying wiſhes, 4 
And determinethem to kifles. 
Lether full Glory, 
My. Fancies, fly before ye, ( 
Be ye my f:Rions ; but her ſtory. \ 


( 
6 
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In Pitturam Reverendiſsimi Epiſcopi, 
D, Andrews, 


Hz c charta monſtrat, Fama quem monſtrat magis, 
Sed & ipſa nec #m fama quem monſtrat ſatis, 
Ille, ille totam ſolus implevit Tubam, 

Tot ora folus domuit & famam quoque 

Fecit modeſtam : mentis ignee pater 

Apiliq ;, radio Lucis eterna vigil, 

Per alta rerum pondera indomito. V agus 

Cucerrit Animo, quippe naturan ferox 

Exbasſit ipſam mille Featus Artibus, 

Et mille Linguis ipſe ſein gemtes procul 

Variavit omnes, fuitq, tots fomul 
Copnatus orb , fic ſacrum & ſolidum jubar - 
Satmrumg:; calc pettus ad patrios Libens 

Porrexit 1gnes : hac eum ( LeQor ) vides 

Hee ( ecce) charta O utinan' & andires quogue. 


= 
—— 
ty. 


Epitaphim in Dominnm Herrifium, 


WH te paulum ( viator ) ubi Longum Siſfts 
Neceſſe erit, huc nempe properare te ſcias 
quocungue properas, 
| More pretinm erit 
| Et Lachryme, 
| $3 jacere hic ſcias 
| Gulielmum 
Splendide Herrifcorum familie 
Splendorem maximum : 
Avem cum talem vixiſſe intellexerir, 


Hf | hs .". 
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Et vixiſſe tantam ; | 
Diſcas licet 
F| y xaotad ſpespoſſit 
Aſſurgere mortalitas, 
De quantis cadere. 


Infantem, Eſſezia—T, . 1. _" 
| Fupenerm, Catabrigia . _- 


Senem, ah infelix ntraque 
Daucd non wile bs 


Lu bi | | 
' Collegis Chriffs Alumme - K 
Aule Penbrobians ficiu, © obs 


Utrique, ingens amorys certamen fmt, 
D th, 7 . 


a, - 


© hx os th 


onec | | 
Dalciſſ. Literelafit Dew, \ 
E umque celeſttzs Collegis, a. 
Cujut ſemper Alumnus fuit > 
ſocium fecit”, 2 
ni & ipſe Collegium frat, © | by 
| 9 Obie v5 
Huſe ones & gratie, | 
N ullibi mag ſaroves, G 
Sub preſide liobone | } ( 
Tn tenaciſſknum ſodalitiun coalgere. v4 0 
(Oratoria *'+ Oratorenw LE 
9...) Potica Poetam = 
Es Utraque - Philoſophum Agmovere, | h 
Chriſtianum Omnes = 
Fide Mundam db 
Ons Spe Calum _ | : 
*Charitate P YOXI9KM Superavyt- ' N, 
( Humilitate S eip/rems I "BT; 


Coim 
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Cujas 
gb + verna fronte ſenilis animns, 
Sub morum facilitate, ſeveritas virtatic ; 
| Sub plurima inaole, pauci anni , 
Sub majore modeſtia, maxima indeles 
adeo ſe occuluernnt | 
1 rt vitam ejus 
Palchram dixeris & pudicam difimulatiovems : ; 
Imo vero & mortem, 
Ecce enim in ipſo funere 
Diſſimulare ſe paſſus eſt, 
Sub tantillo marmore tantum hoſpitem, 
Eonimirum majore monumento 
x quo minore tumnlo- 
Þ Foipſo die occubmit quo Eccleſia 
nelicana ad veſperas legit, 
Yair oft ne malitia mutaret intellefFum cjus 
Scilicet Id : Ofobris, Anno S. 1631, 


"7" 


ah ht 4 FX "Y _—_— 


Principi recens natz omen maternz indolis, 


Refee, O dulcibis imputanda Divi, 

4} 40 creſce, & propera, Puclla Princeps, 

'} } 1 matrus propera venire partes- 

E! Etcum p ar breve falminum minorum, 

* $ hue -* afro? acobus inde, 

*  tparris faciles % ire famam, 

 Þ Prcent fata furoribus decorts ; 

Cum terror ſacer, Angliciq, WAZHUNS 

| _m_ nomins increpabit omnem 
Lite Boſpoyon, Ottomanicasque 

Nev pitto quatict tremore Lunas ; 
eunc altera. nec timenda pact, 


K Poſecent 


M 


Poſcent prelia. T n potens pudics., © | 
'Vibratrix oculs, pros 8 ngffeg- + | —_— 
L ate dulcia farg difſipabes. . ! | 


( 
k 
. 
d 
Ibunt ſpicula , me{geque mortes, j 
E _—_ tibus Fen _ | 
D noque juſſeris, impigre volabunt ! 
O quot corda calentium deorgne- y 
De te vulnera delicata diſcent'! . - = 
O quet pettors Principum Magifris 
Fient melle negotjums ſagittts | = 
N am que nos piters per arma ferri,; 
Cai matris ſons atque ntramgque fidus 
Aagnorum patet officings Amyrym ? 1], 
Hinc ſumas licet, O puella Princeps, . 
Drantacunqae opry eft tibi pharetra. > 
C.nt um ſume Cupidines 4b uno A 4 


Adatris lumine, Gratiaſque centaum , 
Et centum Veneres : adhnc manebunt 
( enturs mille Cuptdines ; manebunt 

T er centwm Venereſque Gratieque 
Pars fonte ſuperſtites per £2um. 


—_—— 
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' In Seneriſim# Reginz partum hyemalem, 


Cf rta preer : ( quis nunc flores non prebeat hortig ? ) 
Texe mibi facili pollice ſerta, puer. 

Qnid tu neſcio quos narras mihi , ſtulte, Decembres 
Duid mibi cam nivibus ? da mihi ſerta, puer.. 
Nix? & hyems ? noneſt neſtras quia tale per oras, 
Neſt : vel fs fit, non tameneſſe poteſt. | 

Ver avitur : quecunque trucem datdarva Decembrem, 
Druid fera cunque fremant frigora, ver atitur, 
Nanne viaes quali ſe palmite regia vitis 
 Prodit, & in ſacrss gue ſedet uva jug ts ? 
Tam letis que bruma ſolet ridere racemss ? 
Dnas hyemss pingit purpura tanta genas ? 
0 Maria O divum ſoboles, genitrixque Deorum | 
Siccine noſtra tuns tempora ludus erunt ? 
beeine tu Cum vere tro mibil hoyrida brume 
Sydera, nil madidos fola morare notos ? 
Siccire ſub media poterunt tud ſurgere brama, 
Atq, [nas ſolum lilia noſſe nives? 
0 vel invitis nivibus, frendentibus Anſſris, 
Neſt ra nowis poterunt regna tumere roſis ? 
0 bona tarbatrix anni, que limite noto 
Tempora [ub fignis non finis ire ſuis | 
0pia predatrix hyemis, que triſtia munat 
Murmura tam dulci ſub ditione tenes | 
Perge precor miſt ris vim pulchram ferre C aleudss * 
Perge precor menſes lic numerare tus. 
Perg infempeſtiva atque importuna vid:r1 , 
nque uteri titulos fic rape cuntta tu. 
it nobzs fot ſepe hyemes fic cernere noſtr 45 
 Exberedatas floribus ire tuis. . 
| 2 S 40 
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Spe fit has vernas hyemes Majoſq;, Devembres, 
Has per te roſeas ſepe videre nives. | 

Altera gens varinns per ſydera computet atnum, 
Arq, ſuos ducant per vaga figna des. 

Ios deceat nimits tant um permittere nimbs ? 
Tempora tam titticas ferre Brit anna vices ? 

Quin noſtrum tibi nos omnem donabimuns annum : 
In partus omnem expend, Maria, tuos. 

Sit turns ille uterus noſftri bonus arbiter anni : 
Tempus 4 in titulos tanſeat omne tuos. 

IV amqe alia indueret tam dulcia nomina menſis? 
Amnt qua tam poſſet candid ire toga? 

Hanc laurum 7 uns fibi vertice vellet wtroque , 
Hanc fibi vel tota Chloride Majus emer. 

Tota ſuam ( vere expulſs ) reſpublica florum 
Reginam cuperent te, ſobolensve tudm. 

O bona ſors anni, cum cuntti ex ordine menſes 
Hic mih; Carolides, hic Marlanus erit | 


s- 


Ad Reginam, 


HE” vero jam temp erat tibi, maxima Mater, 
D alcibus his oculis accelerare diem : 
Tempus erat, ne qua tibi baſia blanda vacarent ;, 
Sarcina ne coll» ſit minis apta tuo. 
Scilicet ille tuns, timor & ſpes ille ſuorum, 
mo primum es felix piguore fala parens, 
Tlle ferox iras jam nunc meditatur & enſes 
7 am patris mais eſt, jam magis ille ſuns. 
Indolis O ffimulos ) vix dum illi tranſit infans; 
Famque fibi impatiens arripit ille virum. 
Improbus ille ſuis adeonegat ire ſub annis : 


{am nozdam puer eſt, major & eff pucro. 


( 
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$i qnu in anlets pitt as animatus in iras 
Stat leo, quem dotta cuſpide Inſit ac, 
Hoſtis ( io ! ) eft;, neq, enim ille alium dignabitur hoſtems - 
Nempe decet tantas non minor ira manus. 
Tunc haſta gravu adverſum (urit , haſta bacillum eſt : 
Mox falſum vero vulnere pettus hiat. 
Statleo, cen ſtupeat tali bene fixus ab heſts , 
Ceu quid in hrs ocults vel timeat vel amet, 
Tamtorvum, tam dulce micant : neſcire fatetur 
Mars ze {ub his oculzs eſſet, an efſet Amor. 
Quippe i/lic Mars eff, ſed qui bene peſſit amari , 
Eft &+ Amor certe, ſed metuendns Amor : 
Tals Amor, talss Mars eſt ibi cernere ; qual:s 
Sex pmer hic eſſet, frve virille Dems. 
Hic tibs jam ſcitus ſuccedit im oſcula fratris, 
' Res ( ecce) ) inluſns non operoſa tuas, 
Baſia jam veniant tra quantacunguecaterva 
Jam quocungue tum murmure ludat amor. 
En Tibi materies tenera CF trallabilis hic eſt : 
- | BHic adblanditias eft tibi cera ſatis, 
Salve infans, tot baſrolis, melle aroumentum, 
Maternis labizs dulce negoticlum, 
0 ſalve Nam te nato, puer auree, natus 
Et Carolo & Mariz rertize eft oculus. 


—_ -—-- - _— 


Lat 


In faciem Augnſtii, Regis 2 mor- 
billis 1ntegram, 


Uſa redi ; wacat alma parens Academia: Nyfter 
Eu readit, ore (uo ngFter -ipollo redit. 
Faltus adhuc ſuns, & valtn ſna purpura rantum 
V roit, + admixtas pergit amare nives. 


T une 
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T une illas violare genas? tune illa profants, 
AMerbeferox, tenras ire per ora notss ? 

Tn Phabi faciem tentas, vaniſſime? Noſtra 
Nec Phabe maculas novit haber: ſnas, 

Tpſa [ui vindex facies moroum indignatar ; 2 


ar 


bo 


/ p/c i ſoaet radiis O bene tuta CZE ; 4 

ripe illic Dems eft, cal mque & ſanitins aſtrum;"Iht| 

Drippe mb his torus ridet Apollo penis. {5 
D wed facie Rex tutgys erat, Quod cetera taltts : 

7 inc hominem Kex eft faſſus, G CG inde Deum, oh 
Rex Recux. , 


.Leredir, redit. Hcc popali boua marmura volvunt 4 | 
Publicas hoc ( andin' ? ) planſns ad aſtra refert: 
Hoc omni ſedet in vultu commune [ercnnm , | 
Omnibus hinc una <8 latitie facies. FX 
Rex noſter, lax noſtra redrt , redeuntis ad ors 4044 
Arrid:t totis Anglia Lets r Feng: -—_ 
riſque [nos oculos oc:lis accendit ab iſtis ; 
Atque novum ſacro ſumit ab ore diem, 
Ferie roges tanto que digia pericula planſu 
Evadat Carclus, que mala, quoſue Werns + 
Amne perrerati male fida volumina ponti 
Auſa illum terris pene negare ſwis : 
Moſpitis an nimii rurſus fibicouſcia tellns 
Vis bene ſperatum readat It eracapar. 
i il horum ;, Bec enim male fda volumina ponts 
Aur | acrum tellaswidit 1btya capyt- 
Verus amor tamen hac fibi fall[a pericula fingit + 
( Falſa peric'la ſolet fuagere verns amor ) 
Hr Carolo qui falla timer, nec vera timeret : 
{ Vere peric ls ſolet temnere verns amor ) 


=; 
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L 1B falſa timens, fibs vera pericula temneng, 
Non ſolum eft fidus, ſed quoque fortis amor, 

Imerca neftri ſatis ille eft cauſa triumph: 
Et ſatis ( ah! ) neftri cauſa doloris exat. 

I Cara deleris erat Carolns, ſofpes licet effet , 
Anglia qued ſaltem diſcere peſſet, Abeſt. 
Ib ſatis oft noftri Carolns nunc canſa triumphs : 

\ Dicere quod ſaltem poſſumns, Ille redit. 


___—— 


Ad Principem nondum natum, 


[> Aſcere nunc;O nunc | quid enim pner alme zmrari;? 
Nulla tibi dederit dulcior hora diem: _ 
Hye tot tardos ( O lente! ) morabere menſes? 
| Rexredit, Jpſe vens, & dic bone, Gratus ades, 
Nam quid Ave noftrum ? quid neftri verba triumphi? 
Vagitu melins dixeris iſta tuo. 
LI At maneas tamen : &- mobis nova canſatrinmphi 
Sic demum furris,, necnova canſa tamen: 


Nam, quoties C arolo nevus aut nova naſcitar infan, 
Revera toties Carolus ipſe reatt, 


—_— 7 
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|CRASHAWBE, 


THE 
ANAGRAM 


HE WAS CAR-- 


As Car then Craſhaw, or was Craſhaw Car: 
| \/ \/ Since both within one name combined are? 

| es, Car's Craſhaw, he Car; 'ris Love alone 
which melts two hearts, of both compoſi Ing one, 

So Craſhaws ſtill the ſame ; ſo much deſired 

By ſtrongeſt Wits ; ſo honar'd ſo admired, 

Car Was but He that entey'd as 4 friend. | 

with when he ſhar d his thoughts, and did. commend 
(While yet he Ind ) this es, they lov deach other : 
Sweet Craſhaw was his friend, he Craſhaws Brother : 

So Car hath Title then ; *twas bis intent 

That what his Riches __ ”d, poor Car ſhonld Print ; 

Nee fears he check, praiſing that happy one 

Who was-belov'd by all , diſprais'd by none, 

Towit, being pleas d with all things, he pleas'd all, 

Nor would he give, nor take offence; bef il 

What 7-fight ; he would poſſeſs himſelf : ard live 

As dead ( devoid of intereſt) t all might give 


Diſeaſe t* bis well compoſed mind, Tue emughy 
With Heavenly Riches : which had wholly call'd 


Hrs 
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Hes thoughts from Earth, to live above in th Air | 
A very bird of Paradiſe. Nocave 
Had he of earthly traſh. What might (uffice | 
To fit his ſonl to Heavenly exerciſe. 
Swfficed him , and may we gueſs his hart G 
By what his Lips hag forth, hg onely part : 
Ts God and Godly thoughts. Leaves doubt to nont 
B nt that to whom one God u« all ;"all's one. 
What he might eat oy wear he rook no thoug ht, ; 
His needful ford he rather found then ſonghy. : 
He ſeeks no Downs, no Sheets, his Bed's flzll made 
Tf he can find, a Chair or Stool, he's laid, _— 
When day peeps in; he quits hus reftleſsreſt ; 
And ftill, poor ſoul, before he's 9 he's dreſs. 
Thus dying did be Jive, yet liv'd to dye 
- In th' Virgins Lap, to Whom he did ayply | 
Hes Virgin thoughts and words, and thence was iy 'd 
By foes, the Chaplain of the Virgin mild 
While yet he liv d without : his Modeſty 
Imparted this to ſome, and they to me. 
Live happy then, dear ſoul ; injoy thy reſt os 
Eternally by pains tho purchaſeaſt, We a 
#/hile Car muſt live in Care, who Was thy friend | 
Nor cares be bow he live, foin the end, 
He may inj1y his deareſt Lord and thee ;, 
And fit and ſing more thilful ſongs Eternally. 


THrHoMas Cak 
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Nobleſt and beſt of 


LADIES 


THE 


COUNTESSE 


DENBIGH: 


Perſwading ber to Reſolution in Religion, 
and to render her ſelf without further 
delay ino the Communion of the Ca- 


tholick Church. 


_—— 


OL 


Hat Heaveo-intreated Heart is this? 

Stands trembling at the Gare of Bliſs , 

Holds faſt the door, yet dares not venture 
Fairly to open it andenter, 

| Whoſe Definition isa doubc 

* | 'TwixtLife and Death, *wixtin and our. 


Say 
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Say, lingring fair! why comes the birth 
Of your brave Soul ſo lowly forth? 
Plead your pretences ( O you ſtrong 

In weakneſs ) why you chooſe ſo long 
In labor of your ſelf co lie, 

Nor daring quite to live nor die : 

Ah linger nor, lov'd Soul ! a flow 
Andlate conſent was a long no, 

Who grants athaſt, Jong timetry*d 

And did his beſt to have deny'd, _ 
What Magick bolts, what Myſtick Barrs 
Maintain the Will inthefe ſtrange Warrs ! 
What fatal, what fantaſtick Bands, - | 
Keep the-free Heart from itsown Hands 1 
So when the year takes cold, we ſee 

Poor Waters their own Prifohers be, 
Fetter\d, and lock d up faſt they ly - - 


Ina ſad felf. captivity, 
he their floods ſtrange fate deplore 


Th' aſftoniſhe Nymp 

To ſee themſelves their own ſeverer ſhore, 

Thou that alone canſt thaw this cold, 

And fetch the Heart from its ſtrong Hold; i 

Almighty Love ! end this long War, 

Andof a Meteor make a Star. 

O fix this fair Indefinite | 

And monsſt thy ſhafts of Soveraign light 

Chooſe our that fure deciſive Dart 

Which has the Key of this cloſe Heart, 

Knows all the corners of*r, and can controul 

The ſelf-ſhur Cabinet of anunſearcht ſoul. 

O let it be atlaſt, Love s hour, 

Raiſe this tall Trophee of thy Pow'r;, "ol 

Come once the. conquering way , aot to confute 

But kill this Rebel-word, 7rre/o/ute, 4 
at 


»W with 
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That ſo, in ſpighe of allthis peeviſh ſtrength 
Of , ſhe may write Reſolv'd at Length, 
. Unfold gt unfold fair Flows 
And'nfe the feafon of Love's thow'r; 
Meet his well-meaning wounds, wiſe Heart ! 
And haſte to drink the wholſome Dare, 

That Healing ſhaft, which Heay ntill now 
Has in Loves Quiver hid for you, 
O DartofLove ! Arrow of Light! 
' O happy you, ifit hic right, 
It muſt not fall in vain, it muſt 
Not mark the dry regardleſs duſt; 
Fair one, it is your Fate z and brings 
Eternal Words uponits Wings, - 
- Meetit with wide-ſpread Arms, and fee 
It's _—_ ſoul's juſt centerbe. [7 
Disband dull fears; , Bye faith the day, 
Toſaye your life, kill your delay 
It is Loves Siege , and fureto be 
Your triumph, though his ViRory: 
"Tis cowardiſe that keeps this Field, 
And want of Courage not to yield. 
; Yield then, Oyield, that Love may win 
The Fort atlaſt, and let Life in. | 
Yield quickly, leſtperhaps you prove 
Death's prey, before the prize of Loye, 
This Fort of your fair ſelf, if 't be not won, 
He is repulſt indeed, but you'r undone, 
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To the Name above every, Namt,. the Name 4 
JESUS, A Hymn, \- 


I Sing theName which aonk'Gan lay 
But rouch't with an interiour Ray; . 
The name of our new Peace”: our Good: 
Our Bliſſe,, and ſupernatutal Blood: - 
The name of all our Lives and'Loves, 
Hearken, and help, ye Holy Doves! - © 
The high-born Brood of Day ; you bright 
Candidates of bliſsful Light, 
The Heirs Ele&'of Love; whoſe Names belong 
Unto the everlaſting life of Song ; 
All ye wiſe ſouls; who in the wealthy Breſt 
Of this unbounded Name build neg warm Neſt. 
Awake, my Glory, Soul;):(if fach thou be, 
And that fair Word at all tefer to thee Y'-5 
Awake and Sing 
And be all Wing; | 
Bring hither thy whole Self. and let me fee, © 
What of thy Parent Heay'n yet þ in" Thee. 
O thou art Poor; - * 
Of Noble Pow'rs; I ſee, 
And full of nothing elſe but empry Me, 
Narrow, and low, and infinitely leſs 
Then this great Mornings mighty buſineſs. 
One little World or two 
( Alas ) will never do; 
We muſt have ſtore. 
Go, Soul, our of thy ſelf, and ſeek for More, 
Go and requeſt 


F 
: I , 
. 
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; (Which dull Mortality more feels then 


| Of nimble Art, and traverſeround 


A 
Kg 
. - 
4 


2 | Of Heav'ns, the ſelf-invdlving Set of - 


Great Nature fot the Key of her huge Cheſt 
” 


pe 


Then rouſe theneſt 
The: Airy {hop of Soul-appeafing ſound : 


| And beat a ſummons in the ſame 


All-Soveraign Name. bx? 5B 
To warn each ſeveral kind 
And ſhape of ſweetneſs, be they ſuch 
As ſigh with ſupple wind 
Or anſwer , Artful touch, 
That they convene and come away 
To waitat the Love-Crowned Doors of that 
Hluſtrious Day. 
Shall we dare chis, my Soul? we'ldo't and bring 
Noother Note for't, but the Name we fins. 
Wake Lute and Harp 
And every ſweet-lipp'd thing 
Thar calks with Tuneful firing ; 
fart into life, and leap with.me 
Into a haſty fir-tun'd harmony. 
Nor muſt you think ic much 
T* obey my bolder touch ; 
Ihave authotity iri Love's Name to take you 
And to the work of Love this morning wake you 
Wake, inthe Narge 
Of Him who never ſleeps, all things that are, 
Or what's the ſame, 
Are Mufical ; 
Anſwer my Call 
And come along ; 
Help me to meditate mine immortal Song. 


L 
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Come, ye ſoft Miniſters of ſweet ſad mirth, - 


Bring allyour Houſhold-ſtuff.of Heav'n 'on-Evrehty - 


O you, my Soul s moſt certain Wings, + 
Complaining Pipes,and pracling ſtrings, 
Bring all the ſtore 


Of Sweets you have, and: marmur that you haye 


no more. 
Come, ne'r to part, 
Nature and Art ! 
Come; and come ſtrong, 
To the conſpiracy of our ſpacious ſong, 
Bring all the Pow'rs of Praife 
Your Provinces of well-united Worlds can raiſe; 
Bring all your Lutes and Harps of Heav'n and Earth; 
What e'r cooperates to the common mirth 
Veſſels of vocal joys, 
Or you, more Noble ArchiteRs of intelleual noiſe 
Cymballs of Heav'n, or Humane ſphears, 
Solliciters of Sonls or Ears , 
And when yow are come, with all 
That you can bring or we ean call ; 
O may you hx | 
| For ever here, and mix 
Your ſelves into the long 
And everlaſting ſeries of a deathleſs Song ; 
Mix all your many Worlds, above, 
And looſe them into One of Loye, 
| Chear thee my Heart! 
For thou too haſt thy part | 
And placein the great Thronp 
Of this unbounded all-imbracing Song; 
Pow'rs of my Soul, be proud ! 
Andipeak loud 
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Toall the dear-bought Nations this Receeming Name 
And in the wealth of one rich Word proclaim 
New Similes to Nature, 
May it be no wrong | 
Bleſt Heav'ns, to you, and your Superior ſorg, 
That we, dark Sons of Duſt and Sorrow, 
A while dare borrow 
Thename of your Delights and our Deſires; 
And fit it to ſo farr inferior L yres. 
Our Murmurs have their Muſick roo; 
Ye Mighty Orbs; as well as you, _ 
Nor yields the Nobleſt neſt 
Of warbling Seraphim ro the ears of Love, 
A choicer Leſſon then the joyful Breſt 
Of a poor panting Turtl:-Dove- 
And we, low Worms have leave to do 
The ſame bright buſineſs ( ye third Heav os) with you; 
Gentle Spirits,do not complain ; 
We will have care 
To keep it fair, 
And ſend it back to you again. _ pry _ 
Come, lovely Name | appear from forth the bright 
Regions of peaceful Light, 
Look from thine own illuſtrious home, 
Fair King of Names, and come : 
Leave all thy Natiye Glories in their gorgeous Net, 
And pive thy ſelf a while the gracious Gueſt. 
Of humble Souls, that ſeek ro find 
T he bidden Sweets 
Which man's heart meets 
When thou art Maſter of the Mind. 
Come, Lovely Name , life of our hope ! 
Lo we hold our Hearts wide ope ! 
Unlock thy Cabinet of Day | | 
l L 2 Deare!? 
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Deareſt Sweet, and come away, 
Lo how the thirſty Lands 
Gaſp for thy golden ſhowrs! with long ſtretch'c hands; 
Lo how the laboring Earth 
TT hat hopes to be 
All Heaven by Thee, 
Leaps at thy Birth. 
TH attending World, to wait thy Riſe, 
Firſt turn'd to Eyes , 
And then, not knowins what todo; 
Turn'd them to Tears, and ſpent them too, 
Come Royal Name ; and pay th* expence 
Of all this -precious patience, 
O come away 
And kill che Death of this Delay. 
O ſee, ſo many Worlds of barren years 
Melted and Meaſur'd out in Seas of Tears, 
O ſee the weary Lids of wakefy| Hope 
( Love's Eaſtern windows ) all wide ope 
With Curtains drawn, 
To catch the Day-break of thy Dawn. 
O dawn, art laſt, long-look't for day ! 
Take thine own wings and come away. 
Lo, where aloft it comes! It comes, among 
The condu of adoring Spirits that throng 
Like diligent Bees, and ſwarm about it. 
O they are wiſe ; 
And know what Sweets are ſuck't from out it. 
It is the Hive, 
By which they thrive, 
Where all their hoard of Honeylies. 
Lo where it comes, upon the ſnowy Doves 
oft back, and bringsa boſome big with Loves. 
Welcome to our dark World, thou ;.: - 
| bd Womb 
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Womb of Day | 
lofold thy fair Conceptions; and diſplay 


The Birch of our bright joys. 


Ochou compacted | 
Body of Bleſlings : Spirit of Souls extracted ! 
Odiflipate thy ſpicy Powr's 
(Cloud of condenſed ſweets ) and break upon us 
| In balmy ſhowrs ; 
Okill our ſenſes, and rake from us 
All force of ſo prophane a Fallacy 
To think ought ſweer but that which ſme!ls of thee. 
Fair, Flowry Name, in none but thee 
And thy NeRQareal fragrancy, 
Hourly there meets 
An univerſal Synod of all Sweets , 
By whom it is defined Thus 
That no Perfume 
Forever. ſhall preſume 
Topalſs for oderiferous, 
But ſuch alone whoſe ſacred Pedigree 
Can prove it ſelf ſome kin. (ſweet name ) to Thee. 
Weet Name, in thy each Syllable 
Achouſand Bleſt Arabias dwell : 
A Thouſand Hills of Frankincenſe , 
Mountains of myrrh, and Beds of Spices, 
And Ten thouſand Paradiſes. 
The Soul that taſts thee cakes from thence 
How many unknown Worlds there are 
Of Comforts, which thou haſt in keeping ! 
How many thouſand Mercies there 
in Pity's ſoft Lap lie a ſleeping ! 
Happy he who has the Arc 
Toawake them, 
And to take them 
Home, and lodge themin his Hearr, 
L 3 
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O that it were as it was wont to be ! 
When thy old friends of fire, all full of thee, 
Foughr againſt frowns with ſmiles, gave Glorious chaſe 
Top: rlecutions ; and ag2inſt rhe Face 
Ot Death and fierceſt da ngers, dur(t with brave 
And fob-r pace march onto meer a Grave. 
On their bold Breſts about the World they bore thee 
Andto the Teeth of Hell Rood up to teachthee,. | g 
In Center of their inmoſt ſouls they wore thee, | 
Where Kacks and Torments ſtriv'd in vain to reach 
thee, 
Licile, alas, rhought rhey 5 
Who tore the fair Brelts of thy Friends, ak gy * 
Their Fury but made way 
For thee , and ſerv'd them in thy Glorious ends,” 
Wh: ir did their weapons bur with wider pores * 


Jol rge thy fliming breſted Lovers 
More freely to tranſpite ** 
Thatimparient fre 

The heart chic hides thee bardly covers, 

What did their werpons but ſer wide rhe doors. 

tor thee: fair purple Doors, of Love's deviſing, 

The Ruby windows which inrich? c the Eaſt | 

Ot thy fo oft repeated Rifing. 

Each wound of theirs was thy new moraing; 4 IC 

4nd reinthron'd thee 1n thy Roſy Neſt, 

With bluſh of thine own blood thy day zdorning: 

Jt was the yvit of Love oreflow' d the bounds 

Of w rath,und made the way through ill theſe wound, 

Welcome Dear, All-Adored Name! q 
For ſure there is no' Knee | 

That knows not thee, 

Q: if there be ſuch Sons of ſhame, 
Alas what will they do 

When iubborn Rocks ſhall bow 


Sacred Poems. I5 3; 


And Hills bang down their Heav*n-falating Heads 
To ſeek for humble Beds | 

bfDuſt, where in the baſhful ſhades of night 

Nextto, their own low Nothing they may tye, 

And couch before the dazeling light of thy dread 

Majeſty. 

They that by Love's mild dictate now 

Will not adore the, 

Shallchen with juſt Confuſion, bow 
And break before thee. 


—_— A 
—_—— ——_— 


| — T — _ 


Inthe Glorious Epiphany of our' Lord God, 4 
Hymn ſung 4s by the Three Kings, 


I« KING. 


Right Babe , whoſe awful Beauties make” 
The morn incurr a [wetrmiſtake: - 
;. For whom th officious Heav* nsdeviſe 
To diſinherit the Safis Riſe, 
;, Delicately to diſplace” | | 
The Day, and plantitfairer in thy Face; 
1, O thou'born King'of Loves, | 
2. Of Lights, 
3 Of Joys. V 
Cho, Look up. Sweet Babe, look up, wy ſee 
For love of thee 
Thus far from home 
The Eaſftis come 
To ſeek her ſelf in thy ſweet Eyes. 
1, We, who ſtrangely went aſtray, 
Loſt ina brighe 
Meridian niphbr, | 
2. A Darkneſs made of roo much Day, 
L 4 


D 
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3 Becker'd fromfar 
By thy fair Star, 

Lo atlaft have found our way. 4 
Cho. . To Thee,thouDay of Night; thon Eft of Weſt 
Lo we atlaſt have found the way 
To thee, the Worlds great Univerſal Eaſt; 

T he general and indifferent day. 
Alkcircling point, All-centringſphere, 
The World's One, Round, Eternal year. 
W hoſe full and all-unwrinkled face 
Nor ſinks nor ſwells with time or place , 
But every where, and every while 
. Is one cooſiſtens ſolid ſmile; 
1...Not vext, and colt. 
2. *TwixtSpring and Froſt, 
3 Nor by alternate ſhreds roles os 
Sordidly ſhifting hands with Shades and Night, | - 
Cho. O little all , in thy embrace {Gab | 

The World: lieswarm, and likes his place, 

Nor does bis full Globe. fail re-be. KY 

Kiſt on both his Cheeks by thee 

Time is.t00 narfow for thy year. | £04 1d 

Nor makes the whole Weorld:thy:half-Sphere;; () - | 

1 To thee, to thee *'s BY: 
From him we flee Go, Tow 
2 From him, whom by a. more-flluſtrionslye,, - : 

The blindneſs of the World ditl calkthe Eye ; 
3 To him, who bythefe.mortal Cloyds-haſtimade | 

Thy Self our Sun, though-thine own Shade. 

2 larewel, the Wprld's falſe Light; \ 
Farewel, the white 
Egypt, a long farewel to'thee 

Bright Idol , black Idolatry. 
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The dire face of inferiour darkneſs, kiſt 


155 


And courted inthe pompous Mask of a more ſpeci- 


ous Milt. 
2 Farwell, farewell. 


The proud and miſplac't Gates of Hell, 


Perch't, inthe morning's way 
And double-guilded as the doors ot Day ; 
T he deep Hypocriſie of Death and Night 
More deſperately dark, becauſe more brighe. 
3 Welcome, the World's fure way , 
Heay'ns wholſome Ray. 
Che, Welcome to-us; and we 
Sweet to our ſelves; in thee, 
1 -The deathleſs Heir of all-thy Fathers day, 
2 Decently born, 
Emboſom'd in 4.much more Roſie Morn, 
The Bluſhes of thy/all-unblemiſh't Mother. 
3 No more that other 
Aurora- ſhall ſet ope 
Her Ruby Caſements; or hereafter hope 
From: mortal Eyes 
Tomeet Religious welcomes at her Riſe. 
Cho, We ( pretious ones) inyou havewon: 
A gentler Morn, a juſter Sun. 
1 His ſuperficialBeams Sun-burn't our skin 5 
2 Butleftwithin. - 
3 The night and Winter ſtill of Death andSin, 
Cho, Thy {ofter yet more certain Darts. 
Spare bur Eyes, bur pierce our Hearts. 
1 Therefore wich his proud Perſian ſpoils 
{ 2 We courtthy moreconcerning ſmiles. 
3 Therefore with-his diſgrace 


We guild the humble Cherk of this chaſt place; 


Ch, And atthy Feet pour forth his Face, 


" 


{? 


"71 


1 The 
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I The doating Nations now no more 

- Shall any day but thine adore. 

2 Nor(muchleſs) ſhallthey leave theſe Eyes 
For cheap Egyptian Deities. 

3 Inwhaifoe'r more Sacred ſhape 
Of Ram, He-Goat, or Reverend Ape, 
Thoſe beiuteous raviſhers oppreſt ſo fore 
The too-hard-tempted Nations, 

1 Never more ' 
By wanton Heyfer ſhall be worn 

2 A Garland, or aguilded Horn. 

The Altar-ſtall'd Ox, fat Ofyris now 
Wich his fair Siſter Cow, | 
3 Shall kick the Clouds no more; but lean and tame.. ' 
Cho. Sec his horn'd Face, and dy for ſhame, 
And 27:thra now ſhall be'no'name. 

1. Nolonger ſhall the immodelt Luſt | 
Of adulterons Godles duſt --** 

2 Flyin the face of Heay'n; 2$if it were 
The poor World's Fault that he is fair. 

3 Nor with perverſe Loves and Religious Rapes 
Revenge thy Bounties in their beauteous ſhapes; 
And puniſh beſt things wort ;- becauſe they ood 
Guailcy of being much for them too good. 

1 Proud fons of death that durſt compel - 

Heav'n it ſelf ro find them Hell; 

2 And by ſtrange wit of madneſs wreſt 
From this World's Eaf# the other's Weſt. 

3 All-Idolizing worms, thatthus could crowd 
And urge their Sun into thy Cloud ; 

Forcing his ſometimes eclips'd face to be 
Along deliquium to the light of thee. 
Cho. Alas with how much heavier ſhade 
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The ſhamfac'c Lamp hung down his head, 
For that one Eclipſe he made, 
Then all thoſe he ſuffered ! 
1 For this he lookt fo big, and every morn 
With-a red face confelt this ſcorn; 
Or hiding his vext cheeks in a hir*d miſt 
Kept chem from being ſo unkindly kiſt 
2 It was for this theday did iſe 
So oft with blubber'd Eyes. 
For this the Evening wept ; and we ne'r knew 
But call 'd it Dew. 
3 Thisdaily wrong 
Sitenc't the mornſhg Sons, and dampt their fong 
Cho. Nor was't our deafneſs, but our fins, that thus 
Loug made th' Harmonious orbs all mute to us. 
2 Time has adayin ſtore 
| Whenchis ſo proudly poor 
And felf-oppreſſed ſpark, that has fo long 
By the love-fick World been made: - 
Not ſo much their Sun as Shade, 
Weary of this Glorious wrong, 
From them and from himſelf ſhall flee 
For ſhelter to the ſhadow of thy Tree ; 
Cho. Proud to have gain'd this precious loſs 
And chang'd his falſe Crown tor thy Croſs. 
2 That dark day s clear doom ſhall define 
Whoſe isthe Maſter Fire, which Sun would ſhine 
That fable judgement-ſeat ſhall by new laws 
Decide and ſettie the Great cauſe 
Ot controverted light, ; 
Cho, And natur's wrongs rejoyce to dothee right. 
3 Thar forfeiture of noon to 1.ight ſhall pay | 
All the idolatrous Thefts done by this night of day; - 
; Andghe great Penitent preſs his own pale Lips 
 Withan elaborate Love-eclipſe To 
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To which the low world's Laws 
Shall lend no cauſe _ | 
Che. Save thoſe dpmeſtick which he borrows 
From ourfins and his own ſorrows, |? 
x Three ſad hours ſackcloth then ſhall ſhow to us 
His pennance, asour fault, conſpicuous. 
2 And he more needfully and nobly prove 
The Ntion's terror nowthen erſt their love, 
3 Their hated loves chang'd into-wholſom fears, 
Cho. Theſhunting of his Eze ſhall opentheirs. 
2 As by afair-ey'd fallacy of day 5 
Mif-led before they loſt their way, 
$o ſhall they, by the ſeaſonable fright 
Of an unſealonable night, 
Loofingit once again, ſtumble on true'Light, 
2 And as before his too-bright eye 
Was their more blind idolatry, 
So his officious blindneſs now ſhall be + -- 
Their black, but faithful perſpeRive of thee; 
3 His new prodigious night, 
Their new and admirable lighe; 
The ſupernatural Dawn of thy pure day, 
While wondring they 3 
( The happy converts now of him | 
Whom they compell'd before to be their fin ) 
Shall henceforth ſee 
. To kiſs himonly as their rod 
Whom they ſo-long courted as God, 
Che. And their beſt uſe of him they worſhip't be 
To learn, of him at leſt, ro worſhip thee. 
2 Itwastheit Weakneſs woo'd his Beauty ; 
| But it ſhall be 
Their wiſdom now, as well as duty, 


= 
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[ 
T injoy his Blot , and as a large black Letter 
Uſc ic x0 ſpel thy Beauties Better ; 
And make the night itſelf their torch ro thee. 
2 By the oblique ambuſh of this cloſe night 
Couch inthat conſcious ſhade 
The rightey'd Areopagite 
Shall with a vigorous gueſs invade 
And catch thy quick reflex ; and ſharply ſce 
On this dark Ground 


To deſcant thee. 13.3 
3 Oprice of the rich Spirit ! with chat fierce obaſe 
Ofrhis ſtrong Soul, ſhall he 
Leap at thy lofty Face, 
And ſeize the ſwift flaſh, in rebound... | 
From this obſequious Cloud; 
Once call'd a Sun ; 
Till dearly chus undone, 
f* Till thus triumphantly tam'd ( Oye two 
' Twin-Suns !) and caught nowto iate 
4 Thus ſhall that reverend Child of lighr, 
2 By being Scholar firſt of rhar new- night, 
Come forth Great Maſter of the miſtick day; 
3 And teach obſcure Mankinda more cloſe way 
By the frugal negative Light at 
Of a moſt wiſe and well-abuſed Night, 
To read more legible thine original Ray, 
Che. And mike our darkneſs ferve thy day ; 
Maintaining 'twixtthy World and ours 
A commerce of contrary pow'rs, 
A mutual Trade. ' 
'Twixt Sun and Shade, 
By confederate Black and White 
- Borrowing Day and lending Night, 


j 


7 
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t Thus we, who wheri with all the Noble Powe 
That ( atthy colt ) arecall'd, not vainly, ours, 
We vow to make brave way 


Upwards,and preſson for the pure intelligential pteyj 


2 Artleſt to play 
The amorous ſpies 


And peep and proffer at thy ſparkling Throne y 


3 Inſtead of bringing in the bliſsful Prize 
And faſtning on thine Eyes, 
- Forfeit our own 
And nothing pain 
But more ambitious loſs, at leſt of brain, 
Cho. Now by abaſed Lids ſhall learn to be 
Eagles ; and ſhut our Eyes that we may ſee. 


The Cloſe. 


Therefore to thee and thine auſpicious ray 
( Dread fweert | ) lo thus 
- Atleft by us, 
The delegated Eye of Day 
Does firſt his Scepter, then himſelf in ſolemn Tri- 
bute pay. 
Thus he undreſles 
His ſacred unſhorh. 'T reſles ; 
At thy adored Feer, thus, he lays down. 
1 His gorgeous tire 
Of Flame and Fire, 
2 His glittering Robe, 3 His ſparkling Crown, 
3 His Gold, 2 His Mirrb, 3. His Frankincence, 
Chs.To which he now has no pretence. 
For being ſhow'd by this days light, how far 
He is from San enoughto make thy Star, 
His beſt ambition now, is but to be 


Somrhing a brighter ſhadow ( Sweet ) of thee; F 


j 


Ir 
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Or on Heay'ns azure forehead hiphto and 
Thy Golden Index; | with a duteous Hand 
Pointing 4s home t9'our own Sun 

The World'sand his Hyperion, 


nd ——_—___— 


Tothe Queen's Maj eſty 03 T welfth- day. 
M* DAM, 


L — 


———— 


'Mongſt thoſe long rows of Crowns that guild your 
Race. | 

Theſe Royal ſages ſue for decent place. 

The day-break of the Nations, their firſt ray ; 

When the dark World dawn'd into Chriſtian day. 

And ſmil'd i'th Babes brighe face , the purpling Bud 

And Roſy Uawn ofthe right Royal Blood , 

Fair firſt-fruits of the. Lamb , fure Kings in this ; 

They took a Kingdom' while they gave a kifs, 

But the World's Homage, ſcarce in theſe wellblown, 

Weread in you ( Rare Queen ) ripe and full grown, 

For from this day's rich ſeed of Diadems 

Does tiſe a radiant crop of Royal ſtems, 

A Golden Harveſt of Crown'd heads, that meet 

And crowd for kiſſes from the Lambs white feet. 

In this illuſtrious throng, your lofry loud 

els high, fair confluence of all highborn Bloud ? 

With your bright head whoſe groves of Scepters bend 

Their wealthy tops ; ard for theſe feet contend. 

$0 ſwore the Lambs dread Sire, and ſo we ſee*, 

Crowns, and the Heads they kiſs muſt court theſe Feet. 

fix hete fair Majeſty ! may your heart ne'r miſs 


To reap new Crowns and Kingdoms from that kiſs , 


Nor 
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Nor may.we miſs the joy to meetin you S 
The aged honors a yn 4 hew. w i 
May the great time,-4n you, fttil-greater | 
While all the year is your Epiphany, ** - 
While your each day's Devotion duly brings 
Three Kingdoms to ſupply this days three Kings, 


a 4 i SIT NIE. —@ 
The office of the Holy Croſs * ” 
For the hour of Maxins, 'S D 
| tool, by tht ; 
Lord, y tweet and ſaving Sign 4 
The Reply, «| 
Defend usfrom our Foes and T hine. 3 | 
Ver. Thou ſhalt open my Lips, O Lord, . on ( 
| Reſ. And my mouth ſhalldeclaretby praiſe. * | 
Ver. O God make to ſave me. p s 
Reſ. O Lord make haſte to help me. is I 
— Glorybetothe Father, = 0 
and to the Son, | » In 
and to the Holy Ghoſt gl 1h 
As it was inthe beginning , is now and ever ſhill bg | & 
world without end; Amen. | 


THE HYMN. 


He wakeful Matines haſte to ſing, - + 
| The unknown ſorrows of out King, 
The Father's Word: and Wiſdome, made 
Man, for Man, by Man's betraid ;-- MW \ of 
Theiworld's price ſet toſate, and by the*botd 1 
Merchants of Death and/Sin; is boughr and fold; -'- 
Of his beſt Friends (yea of bimſelf )forſaken, . .7 
- By his worſt foes{becauſe he would )befieg'd and oy 
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" - The Antiphon, 
All hail, fair Tree. 
Whole Fruit we be. 
- Whar Song ſhall raiſe 
Thy ſecmly praiſe. 
| Who broughcit co light 
life out of Death, Lone out of night, 
he Verfecle. 
Lo, we adore as 
Dread Lamb 1 and bow thus low before thee ; R 
T he Reſpinſor. 
| "Cauſebythe corente of thy Croſs, 
* | Thou haſt ſav'd at once the whole World's loſs. 
y The Prayer. 
; 0 My Lord Jeſu Chriſt, Son of the living God! 
| interpoſe , I pry thee , thine own pretious 


: , thy Croſs bind Paſſion ,* berwixt my Soul 
= | arp Judgemen', now and in the hour of my death. 
- | And youchſafe to grant me thy Grace and Mercy, to 
theliving and dead, remiſſion and reſt : ro thy Church 
e and concord, to us finners life and glory ever- 
* | ſting, Who liveſt and reigneſt with the Father, in 

| theUniry of the Holy Ghoſt, one God, world wich- 
out end, Amen, 


+ 
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For the hour of Prime, 


The V, 

Lord by thy ſweet and ſaving Sign. 

The Reſponſor. 

Defend us from our foes and thine. 
Yer. Thouſhalt open my Lips, O Lord. 
Reſ. And my mouth ſhall declare thy praiſe. 
Ver. O God make ſpeed to ſave me. 
'Reſ. O Lord make haſte to help me. 

Glory beto, &c. 

Asit was in, &c. 


THE HY MN. 


TS early Prime bluſhes to ſay 
. She could not riſe ſo ſoon, as they 
Call'd Pi/ate up, to try if he 
Could lend them any Cruelty. 
hr Hands with laſhes arm'd, their Tongues with 
es, 
And loathſome Spittle blot thoſe beauteous Eyes, 
The bliſsful ſprings of Joy, from whoſe all. chearing ray 
The fair Stars fill their wakeful fires, the Sun hitnſelf 
drinks day. * 
T he Antiphon, w 
Victorious Sign 
That now doſt ſhine, 
Tranſcrib'd above 
Into the Land of Eight and Love; 
Olet us twine 
- Our Roots with thine, 
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That we may rife 
lþon thy Wings and reach the Skies. 
The Yerficle, 
Lo weadore thee 
Dread Lamb |! -and fall 
Thus low before thee 
T he Reſponſor. 
'Cauſe by the Covenant of thy Croſs 
' hou haſt fav'd at ance the whole world's Toſs; 
| The Prayer. ge: | 

h 0) My Lord Jeſu Chriſt, Son of the living: God! 
| interpoſe, I pray thee; thine own'pretivus death, 

by Croſs and Paſſion, berwixt my Soul and thy Judge- 

tent, nowand in the hour of my death. And vouch- 
| Fife co grant me thy Grace and Mercy, to the living 
"Fd dead, reiniflion and reſt; to thy Church peace 
»Rndconcord ; rousfinners, life and glory everlaſting; 
*Iſto liveſt andreigneſt wich the Facher, in the unity of 

Holy Ghoſt, one God, world without end; Amt#; 


ch The Third 


| The Verficle. 
y | Lord, by thy ſweet and ſaving Sign 
0 T he Hiſponſer 
| Defend us from our foes and thine; 
WF; Thou ſhalt open my Lips, O Lord, 
K+ And my mouth ſhall declare thy praiſe. 
FW. 0 God make ſpeed to fave me. 
4 OLord make haſte co help me; 
ff Glory be ro, &c . 
F Asicwas inthe, &c. 
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THE HYMN, = 


He Third hour's deafen'd with the cry f 
Of Crucify bim, Crucify. 
So goes the yote ( nor ask them, why ! } | , 
Live Barabbas) and let God dy. 
But there is wit in wrath, and they will cry | 
A Hall more cruel then their Crucity, 
For while in ſport he wears a ſpiteful Crown, 
The ſerious ſhow'rs along his decent Face run ſadly 
down. | 
T he Antiphon. 
Chriſt when he dy'd 
Deceiv'd the Croſs, 
And on Death's fide 
Threw all the loſs. 
The captive Worldawak'c, and found 
The Priſoner looſe, the Jaylor bound. 
The Verſicle. 
” —** Lo weadore thee 
Dread Lamb, and fall, . _ 54 
Thus low before thee \ 
T bt . Reſpou(or, 
'Cauſe by the Ca - Crok 
Thou haſt ſay'd at once the whole World's lofs + 
The Prayer. th 
Oo My Lord Jeſu Chriſt, Son of the living God! wh | 
terpoſe, I pray thee, thine own precious death, ll 
thy Croſs and Paſtion, betwixt my Soul and thy Judge," 
ment, now and in the hour of my death. And youd 
lafe to grant me thy Grace and Mercy ; to the livi 
and dead, remiſſion and reſt , to thy Church, | 


b 


and concord; to us :nners, life znd glory everlalſi 


wel 
Wio 
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Who liveſt and reighelt with the Father, in the unity 
" I the Roly Ghoſt, -one' God, world without end, 


_—_— 


Tr” = m—_— 


The SIXTH. - iTf ; 


., ThePerſecle. 
Lord by thy ſweerand ſaving Sign, 
T he Reſponſer. 
Defend us from our foes and thine, ' 
«Yr. Thou ſhalt open my lips, O Lord, 


Bi, O Lord make haſteto.help me. 
Ir. Glory be to, &c: - ks 
bf. Asit was in, &c. 


— 


The HT MN, vi 


Ow. is the Noon-of forrow's night; 
.N Highin his patience as their ſpighe. © 


lothe faint Lamb, with weary Limb- © + 
bears that huge Tree which muſt bear him, t 


Nhat fatal Plant ſo great of Fame Ev 
vr fruit of ſorrow and of ſhame, 

ll ſwell with both for him; and mix 
Blwoes into one Crucifs, 


| ktortur*'d Thirſt ic ſelf, roo ſweet a cup? 


It 


a, 


' 


R 
F 


' 


ae Nails blunt Pens of ſuperficial ſmart? 


: 4 d 
: . 


whold the inmoſt Hearr, 


M 3 


{. And my mouth ſhalldeclarethy praiſe, 
ſr, O make ſpeedito ſave me, .- 1... 


Sal, and more bitter mocks ſhall make it up. 


_— e—— 


k-2o {tempt and ſcorn can ſend ſure wounds to ſearch 


The 
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T be Autzphor 
Odearand ſweer Giſpmre | 
*Twixt death s and Love s far different Fruit) 
Different as far 
As Antidotes-and Poiſons are. 
By that firſt fatal Tree 
Both Life and Liberty 
Were old and lain, 
By this they both look up, andlive again, 
"The Verfecle. 
Lo we adore.thee 
Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before thee ; 
The Reſponſor. 
Cauſe by the coyenant of thy Crols. 
Thog haft fay'd che'World'from certain loſs, 
T he Prayer 
My Lord Jeſu Chriſt, Þn on of the living Gad! 
* interpoſe, I pray thee, thine own - precious 
death, thy Croſs and Paſſion, betwixt my foul and 
thy judgement, now.and in 'the hour of 1 my death, 
And vouchſafe to grant me thy grace and mercy,.t0 
the living »nd dead, remifzion and reſt; 007-9 
pace: nd concard , fo us ſinners, life and glor 
fling. Who livet'and reigneſt with the Fa 
the unity of the-Holy Ghob, one God, world x: 


ont end. Amen, 


bs 2 
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The NINTH, 


The Verſicle. 
Lord by thy ſweetand ſaving Sign, 
The Reſponſer. 
Defend us from our foes and thine. 
xr. Thou fhalt open my lips, O Lord, 
&f. And my mouth ſhall declare thy praiſe. 
Fer. O God make ſpeed to fave me, 
I, OLord make haſte to help me 
Glory be to,&<c. 
AS it wasSin, &c, 


The HT MN, 
He Ninth with awful horror hark'ned to thoſe 


roans 

Vhich caught attention even to Rocks and Stones. 
fear, Fathee, hear! + Grp (at laſt ) complains 
Of ſome more painful thing then all his pains. 

Then bows his all-obedient head, and dies 

Hfisown Lov's, and our fin's great Sacrifice, 

The Sun ſaw that; and would have ſeen no more 
The Center ſhook, heruſeleſs yeil th inglorious Tem» 
ple tore, 


35 745-8 5 EASE: 


_ 'The Antiphon. 
O ſtrange myſterious ſtrife 
Of open death and hidden life ! 
When on the croſs my King did bleed, 
life feem'd to die, Death dy'd indeed. 
T he Verſicte. 
' | Lo weadore thee 
Dread Lamb ! and fall _ 
+ thus low before thee The 
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T he Reſponſor. 
*Cauſe by the covenant of thy Croſs 
Thou haſt {xv'd at once the whole world's loſs. 
T be Prayer 
O my Lord [eſu Chriſt, ſon of the living God! 
.ncerpoſe pray thee, thine own pretious death, 
thy + roſs 2nd Paſsion, berwixt my foul and thy judge. 
ment, now and in the hour of my death : and youch- 
ſafe to grant me thy grace and mercy ; to the living 
and dead, remiſsion and reſt , to thy Church, peace 
and concord , to us ſinners, life and glory everlaſting + 
who liveſt and reigneſt with the Father, in the unity 
of the Holy Ghoſt, one God, world without end, 


Ame. 
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Even-Song, 


T he Verficte. 
Lord, by thy fweet and ſaving Sign 
© The Reſponſor, 
Defend us from our foes and thine. 
Ver. Thou ſhalt open my Lips, O Lord, 
Ref. And my mon; h ſhill declare thy praife, 
Ver, O God make ſpeed io ſr ve me. 
Ref. O Lord mi ke hiſte to help me, 
Yer Gory be to, &c. 
Ref. Agit wasin, ec, 


The HY M N, 


Ut there were Rocks would not relent at this, 
L 3.9, for their own hearts they rend His, oy 
Thi 
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Their deadly hate lives till, and hath 
xwild reſerve of wanton wrath; 
Saperfluous Spear / but there's a Heart ſtands by 
Will look no wounds be loſt, no death ſhall dy, | 
Gather now thy grief's ripe fruir, Great Mother-maid! 
Then fit: thee down, and ſing thy Ev'n-ſong in the ſad 
Trees ſhade. | 
The Antiphon, 
O ſad, ſweet Tree! 
Woful and joyful we 
Both weep and fing in ſhade of thee, 
When the dear Nails did.lock 
And graft-into thy gracions Stock 
The hope, the health, 
| The worth, the wealth C 
Of all the ranſom'd World, thou hadſt the power - - 
(In char propirious hour ) 
To poiſe each precious Limb, 
And prove how light the World was when it weigh'd 
with Him, 
Wide maiſt thou ſpred 45 
Thine Arms, and with thy brighr and blisful head 
Orlook all Libanns. Thy lofty crown. © © 
The King himſelf is, thou his humble Throne. 
Where yielding, and yet-conquering he © 
Proy d a new path of patient victory, ' | 
When wondring death by death was ſliin, 
And our Captivity his Caprive tane. 
, The Verſicle. 
Lo we adore thee 
Dread Lamb! and bow thus low before thee , 
T he Reſponſor. 
Cauſe by the covenant of thy Croſs 
Thou haſt ſav'd che World from certain loſs, 


The 


172 Sacred Poems. 


The Prayer 
O My Lord Jeſu Chriſt, ſon baok the living, &c: 


"ELAINE ——THOC@_M_ 
—_ 
— — : 


COMPLINE, 


T he Verficle. 
Lord by thy ſweet and.flaving Sign. 
T he Reſponſor. 
Defend us from our foes/and thine: 

Fer. Thou ſhalt open my lips, O Lord. 
Ref. And my mouth ſhall declare thy /praile. 
Ver, O God make ſpeed to-ſaveime, 
Reſ. O Lord make haſle to help me, 
Ver. Gloryhe toc, 
Ref. As it was in, &c. 


The HTMN 


Ti e Compline hour comes laft, to call 
Us toiqur apa Live's funeral. 

Ah hartleſs cask 4 yer bope takes head ; 

and livesin.him that. here lies. dead. 

Run, Aary, run} bring hicher all the Bleſt. 

Arabia, for thy Royal Phenix ? neſt , 

Pour on thy Nobleſt ſweets, which, when they touch 

This rus Body, ſhall indeed be ſuch, | 

But mult thy bed, y 1% bea borrow'd Grave 

Who lend{t to all things all the life they bave.. 

O rather ufe this Hearc, clus 'far a ficter Stone, 
*Cauſe, though a hard and cold one, yet it is thine own, 

Ames, 


The 
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The Antiphon. 


O ſave us then 
Merciful King of men ! 
Since thqu wonldſt needs be thus 
A Sayiour, and atfuch a rate, for us ; 
Save us, Olaveus, Lord. 
We now will own no ſhorter wiſh, nor name a nar< 
rower word, 
Thy blood bids ps be bold. 
Thy wounds give us fair hold. 
Thy ſorrows.chide our ſhame, 
ThyCrofs, thy Nature, and thy Name 
Advance our claim 
And cry with one accord, 
Sayethem, O ſave them, Lord. 
The Verſicle. 
Lo we adore thee 
Dread Lamb ! and bo.v thus low before thee. 
T be . Reſponſor. 
'Cauſe by the covenant of thy Croſs, 
Thou haſt fav'd the world from certain loſs. 
The Prayer. 
0) My Lord Jeſu Chrift, Son of, ec. 


| SIE _— _ 
—_— DR — Md —F 


The RECOMME NDATION, 


{ gms Honrs,and that which hovers o'r my end, 
Into thy Hands, and Heart, Lord, 1 commend. 


Take both to thine account, thatI and mine 
lathat hour andin theſe, may be all thine, 


C” 74. Sacred Poems. 
That asI dedicate my devouteſt Breath | 
To make a-kind of Life for my Lords Death, | 


So from his living, and life-giving Death, 
My dying Life may draw a new, and never-fleeting 
Breath. 


VEXILLA REGIS, 
The Hywn of the Holy Croſs, 


m 


I. 


[== up, languiſhing ſoul! Lo where the fair 
Badge of thy Faith calls back thy care, 
And bids thee ne'r forget | 
Thy Lifeisone long Debt 
OtLove to Him, who on this painful Tree 
Paid back the Fleſh he took for thee. 


2s 


Lo, how the treams of Life from that full Neſt 
Of Loves, thy Lord's too liberal Breſt» 
Flow inan amorous Floud 
Of Water wedding Bloud. | 
With theſe he waſh't thy ſtain, transfer*d thy ſmart, 
And took it home to his own heart, 


3». 


But though great Love, greedy of ſuch ſad gain 
Ulyrp't the portion of thy pain, Fr 
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And from theNails and Spear, 

Turn'd the ſteel point of Fear, : 
Their uſe is chang'd, not loſt, and nowthey moye 
Not ſtiogs of Wrath, but wounds of Love, 


4 


Tall Treeof Life !.thy Truth makes good 
What was till now ne*r underſtood, 
' Though the prophetick King 
Struck loud his faithful ſtring. - p 
It was thy wood he meant ſhould make the Throne 
For a more then Salomon. 


9. 
Large throne of Love | Royally ſpred 
With purple of too rich a Red. . 
Thy crime is too much duty , 
Thy burthen tog much Beauty ; 


Glorious or grievous more ? thus to make good 
Thy coſtly Excellence with thy Kings own Blood. 


6. 
Even ballance of both Worlds !,our World of (in, 
And that of Grace Heay*n weigh'd in Him, 
Us wich our price thou weighedlt , 
Our price for us thou payedlt ; 
Soon as the right-hand ſcale rejoyc't to prove 
; How much Death weigh'd more lightthen Love, 


7. 


. Hail, our alone Hope! let thy fair Head ſhoot 
Aloft; and fill the Nations with thy Noble fruir. 


The 
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The while our hearts and we 
Thus graft our ſelves 0n thee , 


Grow thou and they, and be thy fait increaſe 
The finner's pardon and the juſt man's peace; 


Live, O for ever Live and Reign 
The Lamb whom bis own Love has ſlain! 
And let thy loſt ſheep live t inherit =. 
Thar Kingdom which this Croſs did merit. Amy. 


_— 


NYT oe(2 9% &-) 1 7 l, 
Charitas Nimia. 


Or the dear Bargain, 


Ord, what is Man? why ſhould he coſt thee 

Ls dear ? what had his ruine loſt thee ? 

Lord, whatis Man? that thou haſt over-bought 
So much a thing of nought ? 


— w— ww ct 


Love is too kind, I ſee, and cah 
Make'but a fimple Merchant man. 
"Twas for ſuch ſorry Merchandiſe, 
Bold Painters have put out his Eyes. 


= 5 wrT= 


' Alas, ſweetLord, what wer't to thee 
If there were no ſuch Worms as we ? 
Heay'n ne*rtheleſs ſtill Heay*n would be. 

Should Mankind dwell 
In thedeep Hell; 
What have his Woes to do with thee ? 


Ox - 


Let him go weep | 
O'r his own wounds ; oj W 
Serapbims will not (leep | | 

Nor Sphears let fall their fatihfv! rannds. if 


Still 
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Still would the youthful Spirics ſing, 
And ſtill thy ſpacious Palace ring. | 
gill would choſe beauteous' Miniſters of Light 
Burn all as brighr, 


And bow their flaming heads before thee, 
Still Thrones and Dominations would adore thee 
Still would thoſe ever:wakeful ſons of fire 
Keep warm thy praiſe 
Both nights and days, 
And teach thy loy'd name'to their Noble Lyre, 


Let froward Duſt then do its kind'; 
And give it ſelf for ſport to the proud wind. 
Why ſhould a piece of peeviſh Clay plead ſhares 
Inthe Eternity of thy old cares? 
| Why ſhouldſt thon bow thy awful- Breſt to ſee 
What mine own madneſſes have done with me? 


Should not the King ſtill keep bis Throne 
becauſe ſome deſperate Fool's undone ? 
J] Orwill the World's illuſtrious Eyes 
Weep for every Worm that dies ; 


Will the gallant Sun 
___Ertheleſs Gloriousrun? 

Will he hang down his-Golden head 
Ore's the ſooner ſeek his Weſtern bed, 
Becauſe ſome fooliſh Fly 

Grows wanton, and will dye? 


If I wereloſt inmiſery, 
What was it to thy Heay'n and thee? 
What was it to thy precious blood 
if wy foul Heart call'd for a floud > 


What 
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What if my faithleſs ſoul and I 
Would needs fall in 
With guilt and fin, _.. 
What did the Lamb that he ſhould dye? 
What did the Lamb that he ſhould need ? 
When the Wolf fins, himſelf to bleed? 


If my baſe Luſt, | 
Bargain'd with Death and well-beſeeming Duſt 
Why ſhould the white 


Lamb's boſome write 
The purple name 
Of my ſin's ſhame ? d 


© Why ſhould his unſtain'd Breſt make good ” 
My bluſhes wich his own heart-blood? 7 


O my Saviour make me ſee y 
How dearly thou haſt paid for me k 


That loſt again, my Lite may prove 
As thenin Death, ſo now in Love. 


— _ -— 


Sana Maria dolorum,. , 


Or the Mother of ſorrows ; @ Pathetical deſcant 
upen the devout Plainſong of Stabat Mater | 
doloroſa. Tt 


I 


N ſhade of Deaths fad Tree 7 
Stoed doleful ſhe, - ok 


Ahſhe! now by no other 
Name to be known, alas, butt <-*-ow's Mother... 
| | . Bafore 
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| Before her 'Eyes 

hers and the whole World's joyes, 

Hanging all torn ſhe ſees, and in his wocs 

And Pains, her pangs and throes, +. 

'Þ ach wound of his, from every part,,.., .. 
All, more at home in her own hearr. 


- 
wow * 
_— ” 


2. 
W hat kind of Marble than 
Is that cold man _ | 
W ho can look on and ſee, 
Nor keep ſuch Noble ſorrows company ? 1 , 
Sure-even from you 
( My Flints ) ſome drops are due 
Toſee ſo many unkind ſwords conteſt 
So falt for one ſoft Breſt. 
While with a faithful, mutyal, fioud -._ - . 
Her Eyes bleed Tears, his wounds weep blood, 


ay 


W; O coſtly intercourſe 
_ Of deaths, and worſe 

Divided Loves : while Son and Mother 
Diſcourſe alternate wounds to one another , 
| Quick Deaths that grow | 

And gather, as they come and g0 : 
His Nails write ſwords in lier, which ſoon her heart 

Pays back, with more then their own ſmart ; 

Fer ſwords, till growing with his pain, 
Turn Spears, and ſtraight come home again, 


N She 


ST 
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4. 


Y 
She ſees her Son, her God, hy 
Bow with a load \ 
Of borrow'd fins; and ſwim 1 
In woes that were not made for him. 
Ah hard Command 
Of Love ! Here muſt ſhe ſtand 
Charg'd tolook on, and with a ſtedfaſt Eye 
See her life dye : 
Leaving her only ſo much Breath 
As ſerves to keep alive her death. ( 
$- | } 
O Mother Turtle-doye | 
Soft ſourſe of Love, 
- That theſe dry Lids might borrow 
Somthing from thy full ſeas of Sorrow ! 
O in that Breſt 


Of thine ( the nobleſt Neſt 

Both of Love's Fires and Flouds) might recline 
This hard, cold, Heart of mine! 

TT he chil lump would relent, and prove 

Soft Subje>t for the ſiege of Love. 


6, 


O teach thoſe wounds to bleed 
In me; me, foto read 
This Book of Loves, thus writ 
In lines of death, my life may copy it 
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With Loyal cares. 
__ Oletmehere claim ſhares, 
yield ſomething in thy ſad prerogative 
( Great Queen of griefs ) and give 
Meto my Tears; who, though all tone, 
Think much that thou ſhouldſt mourn alone, 


153 


7; 


Yea let my life and me 
Fix here with thee, 
And at the Humble Foot 
Of this fair Tree take our Eternal Root, 
That ſo we may 
At leaſt bein Loves way; 
Andin theſe chaſte wars while the wing'd wounds flee 
So faſt *rwixt him and thee, 
My Breſt may catch the kiſs of ſome kind Dart, 
Though as at ſecond hand, from either Heart. 


8. 


O you, your own be{t Darts, 
Dear doleful hearts! 
Hail; andftrike home and make me ſee 
That wounded boſomes their own weapons be. 
Come Wounds ! come Darts / 
Nail'd hands ! and pierced hearts ! 
Come your whole ſelves, Sorrow's great Son and Mo- 
ther. 
Nor grudge a younger Brother 
Of prief's his portion, who ( had all their due ) 
One ſingle wound ſhould not have left for you. 


N 2 9. Sha 
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9, 


Shall I ſet there 
So deepa ſhare 


( Dear wounds) and onely now 
In ſorrows draw no dividend with you ! 


O be more wiſe, 
If not more ſoft, mine Eyes ! 


Flow, tardy Founts ! and into decent ſhowrs 


Diſſolve my Days and Hours. 


Rich 


Andif thouyet ( faint ſoul!) defer 
To bleed with him, fail not to weep with her. 


IO, 


Queen, lend ſome reliet , 


At leaſt an alms of Grief 


To' a heart who by ſad right of fin 
Could prove the whole ſum ( too ſure ) due to him, | 


By all thoſe ſtings 
- Of Love, ſweet bitter things, 


W hich theſe torn hands tranſcrib'd on thy true Heart 


O teach mine too, the Art 


1 oftudy him fo, till we mix 
Wounds , and become one Crucifix- 


II, 


O let me ſuck the Wine 
So long of this chaſte Vine, 


Till, drunk of the dear wounds, I be 
Aloſt thing to the World, as it to me. 


BwwrEMH COT  d 
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O faithful friend 
Of me and of my end ! 


fold up my life in Love ; and lay'c beneath 
My dear Lord's vital death. 


193 


lo, heart,thy hopes whole Plea ! her precious breath 
Powr'd out in Prayers for thee ; thy Lord's indeath. 


__—_ 


—_—_— oO 
mmm m—— 


The Hymn of St, Thomas, in Adoration of the 


Bleſſed Sacrament. 


\ TIth all the pow*rs my poor Heart hath 
Of humble Love and Loyal Faith, 


Thus low ( my hidden life | ) 1 bow to thee 


| Whom too much Love hath bow'd more low for me, 


Down, down, proud ſenſe ! diſcourſes dye, 
Keep cloſe, my ſoul's inquiring Eye! 

Nor touch nor taſte muſt look for more, 
bat each ſir fill in his own door, 


-. | Your Ports are all ſuperfluous here, 
" I Sive that which lets in Faith, the Ear. 
kth is my skill ; Faith can believe 
bs faſt as Love new Laws can give. 
faith is my force ; Faith ſtrengeh affords 
To keep pace with thoſe pow'rful words : 
'F And words more ſure, more ſweet then they 

Love could not think, truth could not ſay. 


Oler thy wretch find that relict 
Thou didſt afford the faithful Thief; 
Nlead for me, Love | Alledge and ſhow 
@ | Thar Faith has farther, here, to go, 
N 3 


and 
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And leſs to lean on; becauſe than 
Though hid as God, wounds writ thee Man, 
Thomas might touch ; none but might ſee 
At leaſt the ſuffring Gde of thee ; 


And that too was thy ſelf which thee did cover 
But here ey n that's hid too which hides the other, 


Sweet conſider then, that I 
Though allow'd not Hand nor Eye 
Torteach at thy lov'd Face; nor can 
Taſte thee God, or touch thee Man, 
Both yer believe and witneſs thee 
My Lord too, and my God, asloud as he, 


Help, Lord, my Hope. increaſe, 
And ll my portion in thy peace. 
Give Love for Life , nor let my days” 
Grow, but in new pow'rs to namethy Praiſe. 


O dear memorial of that Death 
W hich lives ſtill, and allows us Breath 
Rich, Royal Food ! Bountiful Bread ! 
Whoſe uſe denies us to the Dead ; 
Whoſe vital gult alone can give 
The ſame leave both to Eat and Live ; 
Live eyer Bread of Loves, and be 
My Life, my Soul, my ſarer ſelf to me, 


O ſoft felf-wounding Pelican ! 
Whoſe Breſt weeps Balm for wounded Man; 
Ah this way bend thy benign Floud 
To a bleeding Heart that g:ſpes for Blood ; 
That Blood, whoſe leaſt drops ſoveraign be 
To waſh my Worlds of ſins from me, 


7 —  } 4 
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Come | 
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Come Love ! Come Lord ! and that long day 

for which I languiſh, come away, 

When this dry ſoul thoſe Eyes ſhall ſee, 

And drink the unſeal'd ſourſe of thee. 

When Glory's Sun Faith's ſhade ſhall chaſe, 

Ihe for thy veil give me thy Face, Amen, 


— —_—— 


_—————_ 


The Hymn for the Bleſſed Sacrament, 
Lauda Sion Salvatorem. 


T, 


Ife, Royal $i» 7 riſe and ſing 

Thy Soul's kind Shepheard, thy Hearts King. 
Fretch all chy powers ; call if you can | 
Harps of Heay'n to hands of man, 
This Soveraign ſubje& fits above 
The beſt ambition of thy Love, 


2, 


Lo the Bread of Life, this day's 
Tnumphant Texc, provokes thy praiſe 
. | The living and life-giving Bread, 
. Þ Tothe Great Twelve diſtributed 
When Life himſelf at point to dy, 
0! Love, was his own Legacy. 


3. 


Come, Love ! and let us work a Song 
Loud and pleaſant, ſweet and long ; 


N 4 ; Let 
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Let Lips and Hearts lifrhigh the noiſe 
Of ſo jult and ſolemn joys, 


W hich on his white brows this bright day 
Shall hence for ever bear away. 


bk. 


4. 


Lo the new Law of anewLord, 
With a newLamb bleſſes.the Board. 
Theaged Paſcha pleads not” years 
Bur ſpies Love's dawn, and diſappears, 
Types yield to Truths ; ſhades ſhrink away , 
And their Night dyes 1 into our Day. 


My * ww wer By 


5 6 
- 
ex 


But leſt that dy too, we are bid, 
Ever to do what he once did. 
And by a mindful, myſtick breath, 
That we may live, revive his Death 
With a well-bleſt Bread and Wine | 
Tranſum'd, and taught to turn Divine. 


Py rd ty pac pow 


6. 
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The Heav'n-inſtructed houſe of Faith 

Here a Holy Dictate hath, 

That they bur lend their Form and Face, 
Themſelves with reverence leave their place 
Nature and Name to be made good 

By a Nobler Bread, more needtul Blood, 


7, Where 
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7, 


Where Nature's Laws no leave will give, 
Bold Faith takes heart, and dares believe 
In different ſpecies, name not things 
Himſelf to me my Saviour brings, 
As Meat inthat, as Drink in this , 
But till in both one Chriſt he is. 


8. 


The receiving Mouth here makes 
Nor wound nor breach in what he takes. 
Let one, or one Thouſand be 
Here Dividers, ſingle he 
Bears home no leſs, all they no more, 
Norleave they both leſs then before. 


9, 


Though in it ſelf this Soveraign Feaſt 
Be all the ſame to every Gueſt, 
Yet on the ſame ( life-meaning ) Bread 
The child of death eats himſelf dead. 
Nor is't Love's fault, but Sins dire skill 
That thus from Life can Death diſtil. 


IO. 


When the bleſt ſigns thou broke ſhal'cſee, 
Hold but thy Faithintire as he, 
Who, howſoe'r clad, cannot come 
Leſſe then whole Chriſt in every crumme, 


190. Sacred Poems. 
In broken forms a ſtable Faith 
Untouch't her precious "I otal hath, 
11. 


Lo the Life-food of Angels then 
Bow'd to the lowly mouths of men ? 
The Childrens Bread ; the Bridegroom's Wine, 
Not to be caſt to Dogs or Swine, 


Il'2, 


_— F _ oy | 


Lo, the full, final, Sacrifice 
On which all Figures fix*ttheir Eyes, 
TT he ranſom'd 7/ach, and his Ram; 
The anna, and the Paſchal Lamb. 


I3. 


Jeſu, Maſter, Juſt and true ? 
Our Food, and faithful Shepherd too ! 

O by thy ſelf vonchſafe to keep, 

As with thy ſelf thou feedſt thy ſheep. 


a 


14: 


O let that Love which thus makes thee 

Mix with our low Mortality, 

Lift our lean Souls, and ſet us up 
ConviCtors of thine own full cup, 

Coheirs of Saints, that ſoall may 

Yribk the ſame Winez and the ſame Way, 

tor change the Paſture, but the-Place, 

To teed of Thee in thine own Face. Amen, , 
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The HT MN. 
Dies irz dies illa, 
In Meditation of the day of Fudement, 


I, 


|f ack thou, my ſoul, what ſerious things 
Both the Pfalm and Sybil ſings 

of a ſure Judge, from whoſe ſharp Ray 

The World in Flames ſhall fly away. 


2, 


O that fire ! before whoſe face 
Heav'n and Earth ſhall findno place : 
O theſe Eyes! whoſe angry light 

Muſt be the day of chat dread Night. 


3, 


O that trump! whoſe blaſt ſhai; run 
An Evenround with th' circling Sun, 
And urge the murmuring graves to bring 
Pale mankind forth to meet his King. 


4. 


Horror of Nature, Hell and Death ? 
When a deep groan from beneath 
Shall cry we come, we come, and all 
The Caves of Night anſwer one call. 
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F- 


O that Book ! whoſe Leaves ſo bright 
Will ſetthe World in ſevere Light. 
Othart Judge ! whoſe Hand, whoſe Eye 
None canindure ; yet none can fly, 


6. 


Ah then, poor Soul, what wilt thou ſay? 
And to what Patron chuſe to pray ? 
When Stars themſelves ſhall ſtagger ; and 
The moſt firm Foot no more then ſtand, 


” 


Bat thou giy'it leave ( dread Lord) that we . 
Take ſhelter from thy ſelf in Thee 
And with the wings of thine own Dove 
Fly to thy Scepter of ſoft Love. 


8, 


Dear, remember in that day 
Who was the cauſethou cam'ſt this way. 
Thy ſheep wasſtray'd , and thou would(t be 
Evenlolt thy ſelf in ſeeking me, 


9. 


Shall all that 1:bour, all chat coſt 
Of Love, and ev'nthar loſs, be loſt ? 
And this lov'd ſoul, judg'd worth no leſs 
Then all chat way and wearineſs? 
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IO. 


Juſt Mercy then, thy recK'ning be . 
With my price, and not with me ; 
Twas paid at firſt with too much pain, 
Tobe paid twice , or once in vain, 


II, 


\ Mercy ( my Judge) Mercy I cry 
With bluſhing Cheek and bleeding Eye, 
The conſcious Colours of my fin 

Are Red withou: and pale within, 


I2, 


O let thine own ſoft Bowells pay 
Thy ſelf, and ſo diſcharge that day, 
If fin can ſigh, Love can forgive. 
Oſay the word, my Soul ſhall live, 


I3. 


Thoſe Mercies which thy 2fary found 
Or who thy Croſs confeft and Crown'd, 


Hope tells my heart, the ſame Loves be 
Kill alive and ul for we. 


I4. 
Though both my Pray'rs and Tears combine, 
Both worthleſs are , for they are mine, 


but thou thy bounteous ſelf ill be ; 
And ſhow theuart, by ſaving me. 
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I5. 


O when thy laſt frown ſhall proclaim | 
The flocks of goats to folds of flame, '" 
And all thy loſt ſheep found ſhall be, = 
Let come ye Bleſſod then call me. 


I 6, 


When the dread 1:e ſhall divide 
Thoſe Limbs of death from thy left ſide, 
Let thoſe Life-ſpeaking Lips command ; 
TT hat I inheric thy right hand. \ 


I'7. D 


O hear a ſuppliant heart; all cruſh'c 
And crumbled into contrite duſt, 
My hope, my fear | my Judge, my Friend ! 
Take charge of me, and of my end. 


CE, 


The HT MN. 
O Gloriofa Domina, 


Ail, moſt High, moit humble one ! 
Above the World ; below thy Son 
Whoſe bluſh the Moon beauteouſly marres 
And ſtains the timerous light of Stars. 
He that made all things had not done 
Till he had made himſelf thy Son. 
The whole World's hoſt would be thy gueſt 
And board himſelf at thy richBreſt, 
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O boundleſs Hoſpitality ! 
The Feaſt of all things feeds on thee. 
The firſt Eve, Mother of our Fall, 
E'r ſhe bore any one, flew all. 
Of her unkind gift might we haye 
The inheritance of a haſty Grave ; 
Quick buried in the wanton Tomb 
Of one forbidden bit, 
Had not a bercer Fruit forbidden ir. 
Had not thy healthful womb 
The Worlds new_ Eaftern window been 
And given us Heav'n againin giving him. 


Thine was the Roſy Dawn that ſprang the Day 


Which renders all the Stars ſhe ſtole away. 
Let then the aged World be wiſe, and all 
Prove Nobly, here, unnatural : 
Tis gratitude to forget that other 
And call the Maiden Eve their Mother; 
Ye redeem'd Nations far and Near, 
Applaud your happy ſelves in her, 
(All you to whom this Love belongs ) 
And keep't alive with laſting ſongs, = 
Let Hearts and Lips ſpeak loud, and ſay, 
Rail, door of Life, and ſourſe of Day ! 
The Door was ſhut, the Fountain ſeal'd , 
© Yet Light was ſeen andLife revezl'd; 
The Fountain ſeal'd;' yer Life found way. 
Glory to thee, great Virgin's ſon 
In boſom of thy Fathers bliſs. 
The ſame to thee, ſweet Spirit be done, 
as ever ſhall be, was, and is, Amer. 


<a moons m—_ 
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The Flaming Heart, upon the Book and Picture of 
the Seraphical Saint Tereſa, as ſhe is 
uſually expreſſed with a Seraphim 
beſade her, 


WE meaning Readers! you that come as 
| friends | 
And catch the -precious name this piece pretends; 
Make not too-much haſte tr admire 
Thar fair-cheek'r: fallacy of fire, 
That. is a Seraphim, they ſay 
And this the great Tereſ#a. 
Readers be ruPdby me ; and make 
Here a well-plac't and wiſe miftake ; 
You muſt transpoſe the. piture quite, 
And ſpell it wrong to read it right ; 
Read Him for Her, and Hey for Him ; 
And call the Saint the Seraphim. 
Painter, whart'didſt thou underſtand 
To put her Dartinto his hand 1 
See, even the years and fize of him 
Shows this che Mother. Seraphim. 
This is the Miſtreſs flame , andduteous he 
Her happy fire-works, here, comes down to ſee : 
O moſt poor-ſpiriced of men! 
Had thy cold Pencil kiſt her Pen, 
Thou couldſt not ſo unkindly err 
To ſhow us this faint ſhade for her. 


= - —-— 
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by Man, this ſpeaks pure mortal frame ; 
One would ſuſpe&t thou meanlt to princ 


me weak, inferiour, Woman Saint, 
tat had chy pale-fac't purple took 
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And mocks with female Froſt, Love's manly flame, 


fre from the burning checks of chat bright Book 


Thou wouldſt on her have beapt up all 


That could be found Seraphical ; 


What e*r this youth of fire wears fair, 

Kofie Fingers, Radiant Hair, 

Gowing Cheek, and gliſtring Wings, 

A fair and flagrant things, 

ſat before all, . that frery Darc 

Bad f11'd the Hand of this great Heart. 
Do then as equal right requires, 

ſince his the blufhes be, and her's the fires, 

Reſume and reRify thy rude deſign ; 

Indreſs thy Seraphim into Mine, 

Redeem this injury of thy Art; 

Give him the Vail, give her the Dart. 
Give him the vail; that he may cover 

The red Cheeks of a rivalPd Lover; 

aham'd that our worl'd, now, can ſhow 

Neſts of new Seraphims here below. 
Give her the Dart for it is ſhe | 

(Fair youth ) ſhoots both thy ſhafrand:Thee 5 

ay, all ye wiſe and well. pierc'c hearts 

That live and dy amidſt ber Darts, 

What is't your taſtful ſpirits do prove 

lachat rare life of her, and Love? 

ay and bear witneſs, Sends ſhe not 

ASeraphim at every ſhot ? 


tleay'ns great Artillery in each love-ſputiline, 
Q k 


4 


What Magazins of immortal Arms there ſhine; 


Give 
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Give then the Dart to her who gives the flame ; 


Give him the veil, who gives the ſhame. 

Bnt if it be the frequent fate ( 
Of worſt faults to be fortunate , ; 
If all's preſcription, and proud wrong p 
Hearkens not to an humble ſong, p 
For all the gallantry of him, $ 
Give me the ſuffring Seraphim. k 
His be the bravery of all thoſe bright things, p 
The glowing Checks, the gliſtering wings , - 
The Roſie hand, the radiant Dart; 4 
Leave her alone the Flaming Hearr. s 

Leave her that, and thou ſhalt leave her hk 
Not one looſe ſhaft but Love's whole Quiver. ( 


For in Love's Field was neyer found h 
A Nobler weapon then a wound. Ie 
Love's Paſlives are his Atiy'ſt part ; Ie 
The wounded is the wounding hearr. I; 
O Heart /the equal poiſe of Love's both parts, 

Big alike with Wounds and Darts, E 
Live in theſe conquering Leave's , Live all the ſame; 
And walk through all Tongues one Triumphant flame; 
Live here, great Heart; and love, and dye, and kill, 
And bleed and wound, and yield, and conquer till, 
Let this immortal Life where e'r it comes 

Walk ina croud of Loves and Martyrdomes. 

Let myſtick Deaths wait on't , and wiſe ſouls be 
The Love-ſlain witneſſes of this life of thee, 

O ſweetincendiary ! ſhew here thy Art, 

Upon this Carcaſs of a hard cold Heart ; 

Let all thy ſcatter'd ſhafts of Light, that play 
Among the Leaves of thy large Books of day, 
Combin'd againſt this Breſt at once break in 

And take away from me my ſelf and fin; 


£4 
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This Gracious Robbery ſhall thy bounty be 
And my beſt fortunes ſuch fair ſpoils of me. 

0 thou vndaunted Daughter of Deſires ! 

Byall chy Dow'r of Lights 3nd Fires; 

By all the Eagle in thee, all the Dove; 

By all thy Lives znd Deaths of Love 

by thy large draughts of inrelleftual day, 

And by thy thirſts of Loye more lzrge then they; 
By all chy brim-fill'd Bowls of fierce deſires = 

by thy laſt mornings draught of liquid Fire; 

By the full Kingdom of thar final kiſs 

That ſeiz'd thy parting Soul, and ſeal'd thee his ; 
By all che Heav'ns thou haſt in im 

(Fair Siſter of the Seraphim ) 

by all of Him we have in Thee; 

leave nothing of my Self in me. 

Letme ſo read thy life, that 1] 

lnto all life of mine may dy. 


bh 


I eg—_ 


A Song, 


- 


Ws when the ſenfe of thy ſweet Graee 

Sends up my Soul to ſeek thy Face. 

Thy Bleſſed Fyes breed ſuch defire, 

dye in Love's delicious Fire. F 
O Love, I am thy Sacrifice, 

& ill Triumphant, Bleſſed Eyes 

all Chine on me, fair Suns, thatT 


kill may behold, though (till I dye, 


Second part, 


Thongh fill I dye, I live again; 


kill longing (o to be (till ſlain, 
Q 2 L..< 
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$o gainful is ſuch loſs of breath, 
I dye even in deſire of death, 
Still live in me this loving ſtrife 
Of living Death and dying Life. 
For while thou ſweetly ſlayeſt me, 
Dead to my ſelf, I live in thee, 


To Miſtrſes M. R, Councel concerning 
her Cheiſe, 


TY= Heay*n-deſigned Soul ! 
(0) 


Amongſt the reſt | 
f Suiters that beſtege your Maiden breft, 
Why may notI | 
My fortune try | 
And venture to ſpeak one good word 
Not for my ſelf, alas! but for my dearer Lord, 
You?ave ſcen already in this lower ſphear 
Of Froth and Bubbles, what to look for here. 
Say, gentle Soul, what can you find 
But painted ſhapes, 
Peacocks and Apes, 
Ilaſtrious Flies, 
Guilded Dunghils, Glorious Lyes, 
Goodly ſurmiſcs 


S OREEAHH I  R © — = = .—1 


And deep diſguiſes, bl 
Oaths of Water, Words of Wind ? 
Truth bids me ſy, *ris time you ceaſe to Truft 0 
Your Soul co any ſon of .Dult. | 
*[is time you liſten to a braver Love, TI 


Which from above 
Calls you up higher, 


-— 


'E Now witch a love below the Sun, 
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And bids you come 
And chooſe your room 
kmong his own fair ſons of fire, - 
| Where you among 
The Golden throng 
That watches at his Palace doors 
May paſs along 
and follow thoſe fair Stars of yours , 
ſtars much too fair and pure to wait upon 
The falſe ſmiles of a ſublunary Sun. 
ſweet, let me Propheſie that at laſt *twill prove 
Your wary Love 
Lays up his purer and more precious vows, 
And means them for a far more worthy Spouſe 
Then this world of Lies can give you, 
Fyn for him with whom nor coſt, 
Nor love, nor labour can be loſt ; 
Him who nevey, will deceive you. 


let not my Lord, the Mighty Lover | 


Of ſouls, diſdain that I diſcover 
The hidden Art 
Ofhis high ſtratagem to win your heart 
It was his Heaf'nly Art 
Kindly to croſs you 
In your miſtaken Love, 
Thar, atthe next remove 
Thence he might toſs you, 
And ſtrike your troubled heart 
Home to himſelf; to hide it in his Breſt 
The bright ambroſial Neſt, 
Of Love, of Lite, and everlaſtiugReſt, 
Happy miſtake! 
That thus ſhall wake 
Your wiſe ſoul, never to be won ' 


Tous 
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Your firſt choice fails, O when you chooſe agen, 


May it not be among the ſons of men, 


— _ — ———O'—  — — 


A 


ALEXIAS. 


The Complaint of the forſaken wife 
of Saint Alexis, 


The Firſ ELEGT. 


Late the Roman Youth'slov'd praiſe andpride, 


Whomlons none coutd obtain, though thouſands 


try'd, 
Lo here am left ( alas, ) For my loſt mate 
T embrace my Tears, and kiſs an nnKind Fate, 
Sure in my early woes Stars were at ſtrife, 
And try'd to make a Widow er a Wife. 


Nor c:n I tell ( and this new Tears doth b:eed } 
In what ſtrange path my Lord's fair footſteps bleed. 


O knew I where he wander'd, 1 ſhould ſee 
Some ſolace in rky forrow's certainty, 
I'd ſend my woes in words ſhould weep for me. 


(W ho knows how powrful well-writ pray'rs would be) 


Sending's too ſlow a ward, my ſelf wouid fly : 
Who knows my ownheart's woes fo wellas 1? 
But how ſha!l I ftezl hence? Alexis thou, 
Ah thou thy felf, alas, has raughe me how. 


Loye too, that leads thee, would lend thee the wings 


To bear me harmleſs through che hardelt things: 


And where Love lendsthe wing, and leads the way, 


W hat dingers can there be dare fay me nay ? 
If Lbe ſhipwrack'r, Love ſhall teach to ſwim ; 
Tf grown'd, {weerls the death indur'd for him ; 


Tue 
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The noted fea ſhall change bis name with me , 

[-monglt the bleſt Stars a new name ſhall be, 

and ſure where Lovers make their watry Graves, 

the weeping Mariner will augment the wayes. 

fot who ſo hard, but paſſing by that way 

Will take acquaintance of my woes, and ſay, 

fere't was the Roman Maid found a hard fate 

While through the world ſhe ſought her wandring 
Mate : 

Here periſhtſhe, poor heart, Keav'ns, be my vows 

as true to me, as ſhe was to her Spouſe. 

Olive, ſo rare a love | live ! and inthee 

The too frail life of femal conſtancy. 

hrewel and ſhine, fair ſou), ſhine there above 

firm in thy Crown, as here faſt in thy Love. 

There thy loſt fugitive thou haſt found art laſt , 

be happy ; and for ever hold him faſt, 


The Second ELEGY, 


Hough all che Joys I had fled hence with thee, 
Unkind! yet are my Tears till true to me ; 
I'm wedded or again ſince thou art gone, 
Nor could{t thou, cruel, leave me quite alone. 
Alexis's Widdow now is forrow's wife, 
© Vich bim ſhall T weep out my weary life. 
Welcome my ſad ſweer Mate ! Now have pot 
At laſt a conſtant Lovethar leaves me not. 
firm he, as thou art falſe, nor need my crys 
Thus vex the Earth, and tear the Skies. 
for him, alas, ne'r ſhall I need tobe | 
Troubleſome to the World, thus, as for thee, 
O 4 For 
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For thee 1 talkto Trees, with ſilent Groves 
Expoſtplate my woes and much-wrong'd loves, 
Hills and relentleſs Rocks, or if there be 
Things that in hardneſs more alluderto thee, 
To theſe I talkin Tears, and tell my pain, 
And anſwer too for themin Tears again. 
How oft have I wept out the weary Sun? 

My watry hour-Glaſs hath old time out-run.- 
Q,1I am Learned grown, poor Love andI 
Have ſtudied over all Aſtrology. 

I'm perfe&tin Heav'ns ſtate, witheyery Star 
My skilful grief is prown familiar, 

Riſe, fairelt of thoſe fires; what e'r thou be 
W hoſe Roſie beam ſhall point my Sun to me , 
Such as the Sacred Light that er*{t did bring 
'The Eaftern Princes to their infant King. 
Oriſe, pure Lamp! and lend thy Golden ray 
That wary Love at laſt may find his way. 


_ 
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The Third ELEGY. 


TY Ich, churliſh Land! that hid'ſt fo long in thee, 
My Treaſures, rich, alas, by robbing me. 
Needs muſt my Miſeries owe that man a ſpite 
Whoe'r he be was the firſt wandring Knight. 
O had he ne'r been at that cruel coſt 
Nature's Virginity had ne'r been loft. 
Seas had not been rebuk't by ſaucy Oars 
But lain lock up ſafe in their ſ:cred ſhores 
Men had nor ſpyrn'd at Monntains ; nor made wats 
Wizh Rocks; nor bold hands truck the World's ſtrong 
bars, heme 
$_ Nor - 
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Nor loſt in too large bounds, our little Rowe 

Full ſweetly with it ſelf had dwelt at home. 

My poor Alexis, then in peaceful life, 

Had under ſome low roof loy'd his plain wike - 

But now, ah me, from where he has no foes 

He flies ; and into wilful exile goes. 

Cruel return or tell the reaſon why 

Thy deareſt Parents have deſerv'd to dye. , 

AndTI, whatis my crime I cannot tell, 

Unleſs it be a crime t' have lov d too well. 

If Heats of Holier Love and high Deſire 

Make big thy fair Breſt with immortal Fire, 

What needs my virgin Lord fly thus from me, 

Who only wiſh his virgin Witeto be ? 

Witneſs, chaſte Heay'ns! no happier vows I know 
Then to a virgin Grave untouch't to goe, 

Love's trueſt knot by Yenns is notty'd ; 

Nordo embraces only make a Bride. | 
The Queen of Angels, (and men chaſte as you ) 
Was Maiden-Wife, and Maiden-Mother too. 
Cecilia, Glory of her Name and Blood 

With happy gain her Maiden vows made good. 
The luſty Bridegroom made appoach, young man, 
Take heed ( faid ſhe ) take heed Yalerian 

My boſome Guard, a Spirit great and ſtrong, 

Stands arm'd to ſhield me from all wanton wrong. 
My Chaſtity is Sacred; and my Sleep 

Wakeful, her dear yows undefil'd to keep. 

Pallas bears Arms, forſooth, and ſhould there be 
No fortreſs built for true Virginity ? 

Na gaping Gorgon this, none like the reſt - 
Of your learn'd Lyes : here you'l find no ſach jeft. 
I'm yours, O were my God, my Chriſt ſo too, 

Fd know no name of Love on Earth but you. 
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He yields, and ſtraight Baptiz'd, obtains the Grace 

Togaze on the fair ſouldier's Glorious :1c<, 

Both mixt at laſt their Blood in one rich Zed 

Of Roſie Martydome, twice Married. 

O burn our Hymen bright in ſuch bigh | '1me, 

Thy Torch, terreſtri-| Love, has here no name. 

- How ſweet the mucual yoke of Min 1::d Wife, 

When Holy fires maintain Love's He: y*nly life ! 

But I, (fo help me Heav'n my hopes to fee ) 

When Thouſands ſought my Love, loy'd none but 
Thee. 

Still, as their vain Tears my firm: vows did try, 

Alexis, he alone is mine ({.id1I) 

Half true, alas, half falſe, proves that poor Line, 

Alexis 1s alone, butis not mine. 


R - — ——_— — —— 


Deſcription of 4 Religious Houſe and con- 
- dition of Life, 
( Outof BARCL AY.) 


O roofs of Gold o'r riotous Tables ſhining, 

Nay: Days and Suns deyour'd with endleſs 
Dining :. - | 

No Sails of Tyrian Silk proud pavements ſweeping , 
Nor ivory couches coſtlyer ſlumbers keeping ; 
Falſe Lights of fliiring Gemms ; tumultuons joys ; 
Halls full of flattering Men and frisking Boys , 
Whate'r falſe ſhows of ſhort and ſlippery good 
Mix the mad ſons of Men in mutual blood. | 
But Walks and unſhora Woods ; and Souls, juſt fo 
Unforc't and genuine ; but not ſhady tho: 
Our Lodgings hard 2nd homely as our Fare, 


That Chaite and Cheap, as the ſew Clothes we wear: 
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Thoſe courſe and negligent, as the natural Locks 

Of theſe looſe Groves, rough as th' unpoliſhe Rocks; 

Ahbaſty portion of preſcribed ſleep , 

Obedient lambers that can wake and weep, 

And Sing, andSigh, and Work, and Sleep again , 

Still rowling a round Sphear of ſtil-returning pain, 

Hands full of hearty l:bonrs, do much, that more 
they may, 

4nd work for work, not wages, let to morrows 

New drops waſh off the ſweat of this days ſorrows. 

Along and diily dying-lhfe, which breaths 

A reſpiration of reviving deaths, 

But neither are there thoſe ignoble {lings 

That nip the boſome of the World's beſt things 

And laſh Earth-laboring ſouls, 

No cruel guard of diligent cares, that keep 

Crown'd woes awake , as things too wiſe for ſleep : 

Bur Reverenc Diſcipline, and Religious Fear, 

And ſoft obedience find ſweet biding here; 

lence, and ſacred Reſt , Peace, and pure joys ; 

Kind Loves keep houſe, lie cloſe, and make no noiſe, 

And room enough for Monarchs while none ſwels 

beyond the Kingdoms of contentful Cels. 

The ſel-remembring Soul ſweetly recovers 

fler kindred with the Stars, nor baſely hovers 

below ; buc medirates her immorral way 

ome to che original ſource of Light and intelleRual | 

Day. 
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Deaths Lectare, the Funeral of a young 
Gentleman, 


Ear Reliques of a diſlodg'd Soul, whoſe lack 

Makes many a mourning Paper put on black / 

O ltay a while er thou draw in thy head 

And wind thy ſelf up cloſe inthy cold bed. 

Stay bu: a liccle while untilI call 

A ſummons worthy of thy Funeral , 

Come then, Youth, Beauty and Blood ; 

All the ſoft pow'rs 

Whoſe Silken flatteries ſwell a few fond hours 

Into a falſe Erernity, Come man ; 

Hyperbolized Nothing ! know thy ſpan 

Take thine own meaſure here, down, down, and bow 

Before tliy ſelf inchine Idea; thou 

Huge emprinefs! contractthy ſelf, and fhrink 

All chy wild Circle to a point, O (ink 

Lower and lower yet ; till thy lean ſize | 

Call Heav'n to look on thee with narrow Eyes | 

Leſſer and leffer yer, till thou begin | 

To ſhow a Face, fit to confeſs thy Kin, ' 

Thy Neighbourhood to Nothing. Fo 
| 
| 


Proud Looks, and lofty Eye-lids, here put on 

Your ſelves in your unfaign'd refftexion, 

Here, 92allant Ladies, this unpartial Glaſs 

( Though you be painted ) ſhows you your true face : 
Theſe death-ſzal'd Lips are'they dare give the lye | 
To the loud boaſts of poor Mortality: | | 
Theſe Curtain'd windows, this retired Eye: | 
Our-ſtaresthe Lids of larse-look* Tiranny ; : | 
T als 
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This poſture is the brave one, this that lies 

Thus low, ſtands up ( metbinks ) thus and defies 
The World, all-daring Duſt and Aſhes ! only you 
Of all interpreters read Nature true. 


—_ 
_ _— 
—— — 


Temperance, or the cheap Phyſitian npon 
the Tranſlation of Leflius, _,_ ._ |,s 


Oe now ; and with ſome daring drug 
Bait thy diſeaſe, and whilſt they tug, 
T hou to maintain their pretious {trite 
Spend the dear Treaſures of thy lite, 
Goe take Phyſick, doat upon 
Some big-nam'd Compoſition, 
.Th* Oraculous DoRtors myſtick Bills ; 
Certain hard Words made into Pills, 
And what at Jaſt ſhal't gain by theſe ? 
Only a coſtlier diſeaſe, 
That which makes us have no need 
Of Phyſick, that's Phyſick indeed. 
Hark hither, Reader, wilt thou ſee 
Nature -her own Phyſitian be ? 
Wilt ſee a man, all his own wealth, 
| Ris own Mufick, his own Health ; > 
A man whoſe ſober ſoul cantell | 
How to wear her Garments well, 
Her Garments, that upon her fit 
As Garments ſhould do cloſe and hit; 
A well- cloth'd ſoul that's not oppreſt 
Nor choak't with what ſhe ſhould be dreſt. 
A ſfoul-ſheath'd in a Chriſtal ſhrine , 
{ Through which all her bright features ſhine ; 
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As when a piece of wanton Lawn, 

A thin aerial veil, is drawn 

O'r beauties face, ſeeming to hide, 

More ſweetly ſhows the bluſhing bride. 

A ſoul, whoſe inteileRual beams 

No Miſts do Mask, no Lazy ſteams, 

A happy ſoul, that all the way 

To Heay'n rides in a Summers day. 

Would'ſt ſeea man, whoſe well.warm'd Blood 
Baths him ina genvine Flood! 

A man whoſe tuned humours be 

A ſeat of rareſt harmony ? 

Would'(t ſee blich looks, freſh Cheeks beguile 
Age? wouldſt fee December {mile ? 
Would'ſt ſee Neſts of new Roſes grow 

In a bed of reverend Snow ? 

Warm Thoughts, free Spirits flattering 
Winter's ſelf into a Spring, 

In fumme, would'ſt ſee a man that can 

Live to be old, and till a man? 

Whoſe lateſt and moſt leaden hours 

Fall with ſoft wings, ſtuck with ſoft flowers, 
And when Life's tweet Fable ends, 

. Soul and Body part like friends , 

No quarrels, murmurs, no delay , 

A kiſs, a Sigh, and ſo away. 

This rare one, Reader, would(t thou ſee ? 
Hark hither ; and thy ſelf be he. 


FINIS, 


